Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



iggmnsgs&aAESiis^i^iEESSLiaiiseijsT] 



Harvard College 
Library 




OiESTER NOYES GREENOUGH 

DEAN OF HARVARD COLLEGE 
1921-1927 



[a£fi3S^S35FSSm; 



^^L^^^lflSsUi'^ ; 



siSHaiafJ. 



ILLUSTBATIONS 



10 



H U 31 A y LIFE. 



MSir AMI *2>Z TEIX ' 



good deal 2& XT taaifc, I jie«t arvf 

tbe iateBxaoB uT kok piniiK fwc Vuda 



IX THHTT. 

VOL.1 



ATTIC us. 
ST. LAWREXCE. 



LOXDOX : 
HENRY COLBCRX, 

13, GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET. 



MDOOCXSKVn. 



^i^lpZ.i^^.J 



^ 




A-^-«*^a- 






LONEKJN ! 
rriat«d by Wiluam Ctowis and S»Bt*i 
Stamford Street. 



y. 



■ * / ■ " 



,0 






4 .... 












PREFACE. 



My publisher tells me I ought to write a Pre&ce 
to these Sketches. Why^ I know not ; for I hBve 
no particular account to give of them^ further 
than this^ that although they are the genuhie ob- 
servations that occurred to my mind — in my pasaage 
throu^ the world — upon men and things in gene- 
ral^ the character of individuality does not helong 
to them. In this^ the moral painter nmf be com- 
pared to the painter of natiira. The hiUs and 
valleys, the trees^ the water, the flowers, and the 
cottages, in a landscape, may all bekmg to l^iown 
genera, yet the specific landseape itself may never 
have been seen. 
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iV PREFACE. 

These sketches, however, are no more than what 
any man who has lived long, and not shut his eyes, 
must have marked as well as myself. But as it 
is not everybody that has lived long, or that takes 
the trouble of opening his eyes — or, if he does, of 
committing to memory what he has seen — the en- 
deavour to do this may be thought not uhuseful 
to those who would rather read, than observe. 
How this has been executed, is a very different, 
and, to me, a very fearful question. In fact, it is 
with apprehension that I again encounter the 
world's eye. The success of ^ Tremaine' and ' De 
Vere^' (for, without disputing the various criticisms 
that were made upon them, I may venture to 
say they were successful,) has made any new 
attempt at public notice, on my part, ha^sardpus^ 
and perhaps impolitic. 

i ought to have set before me the Just senti- 
ments (by..the by, not the practice) of the charm- 
ing author of a most charming Romance : — ^^ Je 
resolus en effet de me tenir la, et ne pas risquer. 
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PREFACE. V 

par une seocmde publicatioD, de d^ruire I'espece 
de prestige qui sembloit attache k la premiere. 
Jl ne faut pas fatiyuet le bonheur, il echappe $i 
facikment /*" 

Why, then, I have not pelded to this prudent 
advice, is a question which I do not feel it very 
comfortable to answer; for I was not even 
'• obliged by hunger,** or ** request of friends." 
It is, indeed, true that abundant leisure after a 
busy life, and the necessity of seeking a diversion 
of thought from reflections prompted by l6ng aud 
severe illness, and still more severe domestic cala- 
mities, may be deemed a fair excuse for committing 
these ebullitions to paper ; but the excuse stops here, 
and will not justify the sending them into the world. 
Let me then fairly confess (whatever may be said 
of the vanity of the confession,) that the bope that 
the experience and observation of a long life 
might afford something useful, if not amusing, to 
those who may come after me, has been the de- 
ciding cause of the present publication. 

* Mad. de MontoUeu, Preface to Caroline. 



VI PREFACE. 

It will be seen that I have again chosen the di- 
dactic style of composition — more purely didactic 
than before. I have not here even attempted a 
story^ as I did in my two former productions. The 
characters introduced are merely instruments to 
convey the sentiments and opinions which form 
•the subject of the work. They cannot therefore 
pretend to inspire more interest than what the in* 
vestigations themselves may create. I am sensible 
of the disadvantage of such a plan ; for though I 
have been laughed at for saying I was no novelist 
in writing Tremaine^ it is but true that my original 
design in that work« was solely and drily the Treatise 
on Natural Religion which almost fills the third vo; 
lume. I chose the dialogistic form merely as most 
convenient to the argument ; and so confined to it 
was the plan> that there was not even a name to the 
speakers^ who were originally and literally A* and 
B. This^ hoD^er^ looked so meagre^ that I gave 
them two names, Evelyn and Tremaine, but still 
left them without characters or story. This was 
very little less bald ; so I added a sort of tharate- 
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ter^ and by degrees a sort of story^ which again, in 
creating something like interest^ I enlarged by the 
addition of a heroiiie, and of course a love-tale. 
Nevertheless the primary scope and intention of 
the work was nowhere departed from ; I continued, 
all through, a mere moralist, and never either in- 
tended or pretended to be more* My heroine* 
herself, whom I have the melancholy delight of 
thinking the world has been pleased with, was 
close at my elbow ; so that I have not a claim to 
the gift of imagination, even in that. 

It was almost the same in De Vere. I wished 
indeed to paint a Constance, but more to portray 
a Mowbray, a Cleveland, a Wentworth, and a 
Flowerdale. De Vere himself was secondary to 
these; the diseases of ambition were my chief, 
and at first my only, objects. Nowhere, therefore, 
have I claim to the distinction (in the present day, 
a considerable one,) of being thought a novelist, 
much less a popular one. Whatever the lore I 
have presented, it ia didactic ; and, in the present 
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To H. B., Esq. 



I HAVE not forgotten your question (a momentous 
one for many of us), " If every heart were ex- 
amined by a touchstone, what would be the re- 
sult?" I felt uneasy at the time you made it, 
though over a bottle, when, in general* the heart 
is, or thinks itself, open. I have brooded over it 
since, and like it less and less the more I brood. 
At first I would not admit the inuendo wrapt up in 
it; but a few prickings of conscience would not allow 
me to be quiet. I strove to forget it, but could do 
no more than lull myself into a kind of indifference ; 
and, at length, thought I had lost it amid other 
inquiries. But the death of our friend Fielding, 
and some papers of his which came to me as his 
executor, brought the whole subject before me. 



VI i>BDICATION. 

Fielding was^ as you know^ a great observer of 
mankind, and penetrated the inmost recesses of 
the heart almost as shrewdly as his namesake ; 
and^ if it had not been done already, mighty as we 
used to thinks have written Tom Jones. You 
know how keen he could be in searching for nK>- 
tives ; and it was well for us that his satire was 
generally tempered with discretion, and, as I ought 
in justice to say, with good-nature. What, how- 
ever, he would not publish to the world, he trea- 
sured in his closet — nay, gave it the shape of a 
Journal, or rather Memoir, which he kept of the 
outset of his life, when he was a mere tyro to what 
he afterwards became. This, in my quality of 
executor, having come into my hands, I must own 
it sadly supports the inference drawn from your 
question. I give it to you, therefore, as almost hav- 
ing a right to it. 

That neither Fielding nor myself, however, may 
be misunderstood, let me beg of you, in reading it, 
always to bear in mind the important observation 
ha makes upon his own narrative — that it purposely 
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is confined to the defects of human nature^ and 
ahnost wholly passes over the fairer side of the 
question. Why this should have been> we have 
no right to inquire^ as he has not explained him- 
self. It is> however^ comfortable as well as of 
consequence to remark, that he thought there 
really was a &irer side of the question. 
Believe me^ with great esteem. 

Yours, &c. &c. 
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TO 



WILLIAM EARL OF LONSDALE, 

knight of the garter, &(% &c. &c, 

My Lord, 

The age of Dedications is over, and with 
reason : for if a work is bad, no name, how(Bver 
great^ can make it good ; and on the other hand, 
if it have merit, the want of such a name will 
never disparage it. I must therefore look for 
other motives for begging to inscribe this work, 
such as it may be thought, to your Lordship. 
They may be easily known, at least by those who 
know what reason I have had, and for how long 
a time, to esteem you beyond all men now alive. 
The friendship you have allowed me to cultivate 
with you, and the distinctions you have con- 
descended to shew me, while they have done me 
nothing but honour, make me hope that most of 
the opinions entertained in the following narration, 
as well as the scenes and topics described, will not 
Be disapproved by your Lordship. If so, it will be 

B 2 



4 DEDICATION. 

a pleasure to me to think that the advance of our 
years has not, as it has with many, created any 
difference between us in regard to those pub- 
lic or private principles which we entertained 
when both were much younger. To have been 
allowed to share with you in those. principles, and 
to have acted upon them with you for years, has 
always been regarded by me as one of my truest 
source* of pride and gratification. In other 
respects, you are now the only person left in the 
world, to whom I may say, 

** Quod spiro et placeo (si placeo) tuum est.'* 

Vale et vive, is the sincere wish of your obliged 
and affectionate humble servant. 



THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



The following letters depict, I will not say, '^a 
great man struggling with the storms of fate/' but 
a rational being, who havings acted- iu faij^ tnd 
important part in the State, quits it before he is 
worn out, or in other words, before it quits him. 
To think of a better world, and in doing so to 
take leave of his former pursuits, and cultivate 
his quieter tastes, and the natural, philosophic, and 
independent disposition of his mind, are his praise- 
worthy objects. 

He has honourably filled very honourable em- 
ployments, and might have obtained riches as well 
as power, but for this his darling and character- 
istic moderation. His resolution, however, being 
doubted by his contemporaries, and great and 
quick changes having occasioned much disorga- 
nization in the political parties of the time, it was 
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thought that his abilities and experience would 
make him a valuable acquisition to any party that 
could obtain him. 

This, and perhaps a wish to put his philosophy 
to the trial, produce the discussions in the follow- 
ing narrative. His actual retirement^ and even his 
professed resolution to live for himself after hav- 
ing so long lived for the State^ are not thought any 
bar to the attempt to bring him back to business. 
It was believed he would not be proof against 
the usual temptations of power and interest, which 
have so often seduced other statesmen back to a 
world which . they have professed^ and almost 
sworo^ to alMiadpQy^ — 

The following letters are addressed to one of 
the old colleagues of Atticus, by the gentleman 
who was commissioned to make the trial above 
referred to. 



LETTER I. 



To THE VlSCOCNT I 

My dear Lord, 
Though I have been silent, I have not for- 
gotten the task I undertook, as a consequence 
of the very interesting conversation that passed 
at your Lordship's table the other day ; and though 
perhaps disappointed in my own notions of the 
event, I must in aU truth lay before you, and our 
other friends, the result of my visit to Atticua. 

I was not, as you know, among your supporters, 
when you lield that he would act up to his reso- 
lution of retiring for ever, and would never re^ient 
it. We, on our side, said that the experiment, 
though of two years standing, had not been suffi- 
ciently tried ; that, old as he was in the world, 
he was not sufficiently so to feel satisfied at ha\-ing 
abandoned it ; and that if one went to see him, 
one would find him like the Distressed Anchorite, 
in that clever tale of Columella, by the now 
long forgotten Jago. You baile me in jest go nnfl 
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try ; and I have done so in earnest. As you wish 
to know the result, le void. 

To be sure it argued very little to do in the 
world myself, to take so long a journey merely to 
examine a man as to his sincerity in a matter of 
so very little consequence as hia living in or out of 
public life. But as I had plenty of leisure, and am 
fond, as you know, of observing character and 
ascertaining motives ; and as, to confess the truths 
I was a little tired of the same round of company 
and avocations, whether of business or amusement^ 
which I had lately been in; I set off one fine May 
morning, full of courage and spirits, resolved to 
probe Atticus to the bottom. 
* Let me at once say that I find you were right. 

He is no dupe, whether of himself, or of cir- 
cumstances. His tranquillity is sincere ; and he 
affords an example of a most useful truth, — that 
a man of a certain caste of mind may live in, and 
even be fitted for, a tumultuous life, and yet when 
all seems to prosper, can throw all behind him, 
for higher and better objects. 

But to come to a little method. — It was in the 
afternoon that, after several hours^ drive over hill 
and dale, and through the beautiful forest which 
anticipates the scenery about his rural mansion, I 
arrived at what you know he was always interested 
in calling his Llirias. It appeared at first less mo^ 
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derate, or rather more striking, than it really was. 
TTiis was owing to what so fixed honest Scipio, 
when his master, Gil Bias, first pointed out the 
real Llirias to his view. I mean the {out petits 
pavilions which gave it that ^^air de noblesse/' 
which charmed the ambitious secretary into an ex- 
clamation, " Comment Diable, c'est un bijou que 
cette maison, outre Pair de noblesse que donnent 
ces quatre pavilions.^' 

In truth, when I looked at a little river at the 
bottom of the hiU on which the house was situated, 
I fancied myself on the banks of the Guadalquiver, 
and that the spires of a town which I saw in the 
•^distance were those of Valentia, instead of St. 
Mary's. Its situation, indeed, on an eminence, 
though not very lofty; its picturesque cupolas, 
which were covered with lead, and decorated with 
gilt vanes ; imposed greatly on the eye, and created 
more expectation than was afterwards realized. 
But I knew that Atticus, though he abounded in 
icomfort, was not rich, and that his motto was mo- 
deration ; the parent, as he often said, of inde- 
pendence and of happiness ; and though a Privy 
Counsellor, I should have, perhaps, been disap- 
pointed to have found him in a chateau de grand 
seigneur. 

His retreat was certainly beautiful, particularly 
in driving over a stone bridge of several arches, 

B 5 






10 ATTICU8. 

through which rattled the river^ toleraUj rapid^ 
which ended in that emblem of rural and busy 
cheerfulness^ a water-mill. Over this the road 
began suddenly but gently to climb^ and wound 
between rows of umbrageous timber. We were 
soon up the hill^ and suddenly at the door ; which^ 
without any lodge^ was like a convent door in the 
middle of a village on the continent. This re9em- 
blance was increased not a little by a group of 
cotmtry girls, some on a long bench^ and some on 
the ground. 

All were busy, plying with nimble fingers^ 
which the eye could not follow, a number of lace 
pillows and plaits of straw, which gave an air of 
almost elegance to the occupation. It certainly 
made a cheerful scene, for which I had in some 
measure been prepared a few yards off, by songi§ 
and gay laughs which reached the ear. ^^ At least,*' 
said I to myself, ^^Atticus is no melancholy an«> 
chorite." 

Having pulled a ponderous bell, which answered 
in sounds that still kept up the notion of a con- 
vent, I asked the young lace makers if they gene- 
rally chose that place, so close to a gentleman^s 
door, for their employment ? "Oh!*' said they, "he 
gives us leave, and says he likes to see us busy ; and 
he keeps the money we get for us ; and the place 
is SQ nice and shady, we do twice as much this 
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liot weather as at home/^ I again thought to my- 
self, that Atticus had not left the world from 
sourness. 

The gate was now opened, and by our friend 
himself, who had seen the carriage winding up 
the hill, and as ceremony had long been banished 
from this retreat, he was his own porter on the 
occasion. 

What struck me was, first his ruddy health ; 
next, the familiarity of the children, who, far 
from running away from the lord of the maiior, 
as the ^ little tyrant of the fields,^ were all eager to 
attract his notice, and thronged about him so as 
to impede his progress to greet me at the carrii^e 
door. 

•*^ How different this," said I to him, as we shook 
hands, « to WhitehaU!'* 

^^From which,*^ returned he, ^^I suppose you 
come? But with your eagerness in party and 
state affairs, what could possess you to leave it, 
to visit a mere gardener like me V* 

^^You forget," said I, "that you are still a 
Privy Counsellor, and can talk high matter if you 
will. • You forget too, that a gardener was once 
compelled to quit his garden and become a king." 
But I am not Abdolonymus,^* returned he, 

nor are you in want of one. You are not, I 
trust, in want of a king ? — ^though you now change 
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your kings^ so often, or at least your governors^ 
that it would not surprise me if you were.'* 

Here was a sort of opening to politics ; but as 
we were now scarcely in the house, I thought it 
best to delay my communication; and I gave way 
to the pleasure of again seeing our friend, and seed- 
ing him so well. 

We entered a handsome library, rather large for 
a hermit, and furnished with all appliances for its 
purpose ; and from its old fashioned windows we 
beheld a gay and variegated garden, or court of 
flowers, whose perfume scented the whole air 
witliout, and regaled all within. This, with a 
fountain murmuring in the middle, and freshening 
all with its foam, made me fancy myself in th^ 
Temple of Flora. I willingly compUndented him 
upon this, and indeed upon the whole appearance 
of his house, and of himself; and could not help 
saying, when he observed that I smiled, ^^why, 
if I was not a man of the town, and still a poli- 
tician, I should like to be an ex-official, and like 
you.^' 

^^ You do my retreat great honour," said he ; 
'^ but it would not do for you, nor you for it." 

^^Why?^* 

'^ You are yet too young and too unquiet to be 
content with it. Nature has not yet ^ done with 
her resentments in you.' '* 
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r ** Resentments ! ** , 

^^Yes! You have still much to do, and to 
change, or, as you will say, to refoftm; whidi, 
meaning, as I take it, to alter for the better, yoa 
are still upon your t3rial,and oould not, if 3foa would, 
quit your post. But neither would yoa if you 
could. You have stiU m|Lny victims to sacr^ce ; 
much to revenge J* 
. «^Howso?'' 

^^ You have not yet forgiven, and perhaps nevor 
will forgive, the King and the Tories, for keeping 
you or your fathers so long out of power. Do von 
think then, because your romance a Uttle l e vivea in 
the country after a six month's imprisonment in 
I^ondon, that a few pinks and roses would compen- 
sate for excitements like those you would abandon ? 
Forbid it Heaven ! forbid it all energy of jnind, or 
as you no doubt call it, public virtue." 

He siddtbis in a bantering tone ; so that I began 
to be afraid he meant to laugh at me, and that my 
mission would soon miscarry, even if I entered 
upon it. 

But here a couple of servants interrupted us, by 
announcing dinner. 

" Come," continued he, " you have had a long 
journey, to see an old man who has left the world ; 
and if you can bear with an old man's hours, you 
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will perhaps dine with him, although the sun has 
not yet set/* 

He then led the way into the dining-room, 
where we found a small but elegant repast, the 
truest exemplification of the simplex mundiiiis.; 
and whether from the excellence of the cookery, 
from curiosity, the novelty of the scene, and per- 
haps a little hunger, I certainly thought that starv* 
ing was by no means one of the necessary accom- 
paniments of retreat. 

Our dinner conversation need not be repeated ; 
but after we had banqueted, and crowned the 
whole with a glass of the finest Hermitage I ever 
tasted, I accepted our friend's proposal to visit 
his garden and grounds, where, when the weather 
was genial, he said he passed the greater part of 
his time. I perhaps should have preferred a poli- 
tical conversation, at an opportunity so meet for 
it as an after dinner t^te a tete. But my tempe- 
rate host having satisfied, not satiated, nature, 
and seeing him anxious that the fine evening 
should not be lost, I gladly sallied forth with 
him into this fairy land of sweets and colours. 

Nor was I surprised at his eagerness to be 
among them, or that this sort of visit was as re- 
gular as the evening itself. The ground imme- 
diately under the windows of the library was a 
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perfect panuUse of sweets^ * arising indeed from 
very simple flowers^ but set off too with ornament j 
partakii^ more of the Italian style than perhaps 
would have been approved by Kent or Repton, 
though by no means of the school of Le N6tre; 
between which two schools it puzzled the amiable 
author of " Les Janfins'^ to decide.* There were 
latere some classical ums^ statues, marble balus- 
trades, and fountains, givii^ richness, but without 
destroying nature ; and some, but very few, expen- 
sive exotics. In fact, my friend was simple (per- 
haps too simple) and even frugal in his tastes. 
To say nothing of the rose, the queen of the gar- 
den, he found pleasure in the humble, though gay 
polyanthus; the stiU more humble daisy; the 
ranunculus, auricula, anemony ; the glowing violet 
^^ infant of the spring ;^^ and even primroses and 
marigolds dotted and adorned his many-coloured 
beds. 

"Those gems are gay enough for me,^^ said he, 
pointing to them; "and not the less valuable 
because common, and in almost every body's 
power. Some of my poorest cottagers rival me 
even in tulips.^' 

» * * Je ne d^de pa& entrc Kent et Le N6tre. ' * See the exqui - 
site little poem •* Les Jardins ** of Delille. If the reader wish 
to examine the taste of Le Ndtre, let him refresh himself with 
tke plates of *' Les belles maiaons de la France.** 
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"And yeV' said I^ "you need not have come 
so far for such pleasures as these." 

" You say true/^ he replied, " for a great cour- 
tier, soldier, senator, and man of the world, but 
also a bit of a philosopher, Sheffield, found them 
in St. Jameses P^k. I cannot forget what he 
says of the power of the simplest nature, com- 

I 

pared with the sublimest art, in exciting devotion. 
* I confess,^ he says, ^ Westminster Abbey yonder 
has a less share in it than the commonest flower 
in my garden.' Hence the motto on his house^ 
^Hic siti IcBtantur lares' But moderation you 
know is my motto, and hence I believe the even 
temper (if it be even) on which you complimented 
me just now. In truth, this little parterre, though 
of but a few rods, is the only spot in which I 
have indulged in any thing of art.^^ 

^^ Yet art," said I, " when elegant, is not a thing 
to be neglected.^^ 

"It is not,'^ he replied, " when not carried too 
far, in what I call the joerfa/i^ry of gardening, as in 
France and Italy. .A piping Fawn, or dancing 
Satyr, is at least a classical appendage to woods 
and gardens. They remind one of Horace and 
Virgil ; so there they are. But I have, you see, 
avoided the massive Treillages, the Neptunes and 
the Amphitrites,* the Tritons and the conches, 
that disfigure (because wholly unnatural) such 
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Spots as these, wherenever Neptune t^ould driTe 
his horses, nor Triton blow his shell/' 

I entirely agreed with him in this pure taste, 
and we criticised Versailles and Le N6tre pretty 
severely. 

^^Do not, however, let ns be unjust,'^ said 
Atticus. ^^ Le Ndtre was a considerable man, and 
only complied with the taste of the day, and of 
his master, who was the most pompons . of the 
Bourbons, but by no means a man of genius/' 

" I remember,'' said I, " that De Lille says what 
he can for Le N6tre, in his beautiful poem." 

^•' And that was not a little," said Atticus. ^'I 
have the passages by heart. After a charming 
descriptioil of the two styles, he says of one, 

* Son air est moins riant, et plus majestaeux, 
L'autre de la nature amaht' respectueux ; 
h*vaif content d'un verger, d'un bocage, d'un boia» 
Dessine pour le sage, et Pautre pour les rois/ '' 

All this brought Louis XIV. on the scene, and 
I was not without the hope that the public cha- 
racter and conduct of that monster of pride, by 
exciting the public virtue and patriotism of Atti* 
cus, might come in aid of my object. At least, I 
thought it had a better chance of doing so than 
philosophy and gardening, which now seemed so 
much to absorb him. I had indeed resolved to 
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examine him shrewdly^ and search Whether some- 
thing of old ambition, and the raciness of power 
and party^ might not still remain, a lurking ember 
in his heart, to be blown hereafter into flame. 

But in vain. All I could get from him was, 
that Louis was like his prototype Nebuchadnezzar, 
an image of selfishness, ostentation and cruelty, 
allowed by Providence, for inscrutable purposes, 
to be a pest to mankind. 

" He was the Assyrian,'^ exclaimed Atticus, *^ of 
Holy Writ ; like him the ^^ rod of anger" of the Al- 
mighty, and Uke him, perhaps, greeted on his arri- 
val in hell by all other preceding ' rods,' — ^who, we 
are told, rose from their thrones to receive him, 
and expressed wonder that one so great should be 
condemned like them." 

Seeing me moved with curiosity at this not ob- 
vious but forcible allusion, Atticus asked if I did 
not recollect the sublime imagery of Isaiah, when 
he recounts the arrival of this Assyrian in Hades. 

^^ Hell from beneath is moved for to meet thee 
at thy coming : it sturreth up the dead for thee, 
even all the chief ones of the earth : it has raised 
up from their thrones all the kings of the na- 
tions.'^ ' 

" Art thou also become as weak as we ? Art 
thou become like unto us ? " 
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^^ How art thou fiallen from heaven, O Lucifer, 
son of the morning I" * 

Our friend repeated these stirring verses in a 
tone so glowing^ and a manner so fervid, that I 
really felt myself almost as enthusiastic as he ; and 
I thought no more about Louis XIV. except to 
ponder how he and all other heroes of the world, 
Idngs^ ministers, partizans^ or fine' ladies^ must 
sink into nothing under such considerations. It 
also had another effect ; as, when I observed how 
earnest our friend was in this burst, I began to 
think in despair of the event of my mission. 

*^ Lord /' thought I^ ^^ in his opinion of the 

unalterable effects of-ambitien^ has not measured 
his character rightly." 

The solemnity with which Atticus concluded 
the subject we had so unexpectedly fallen upon^ 
communicated itself to us both, and we paced up 
and down the parterre for some minutes in silence. 
It was, therefore, by way of introducing fartiier 
conversation, that I observed upon what really 
struck me, the little space that Atticus had al^ 

* These sublime passages are what excite the admiration of 
Lowth, himself a poet and a judge of poetry ; who says (and 
truly) they were the boldest figures that ever were attempted. 
j(S«e his beautiful comment upon Isaiah.) Who can read them 
without feeling the nothingness of the most successful worldly 
career ; or who wonder if Atticus, when full of them, and at his 
age, ahould resist the temptation to return ? 
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lowed himself for hb parterre, sweet and ga; as it 
was. It was in fact scarcely larger than that re* 
tired, and narrow sUp called the Prior's garden, at 
Strawberry Hill, and was shut up by a waU, low 
indeed, but so topped by trees and shrubs that no 
part of a very fine champaign coimtry could be 
let in. This I thought a fault, and told him so. 
*' I am quite awfure of it,^' said he, ^^ and you 
will perhaps wonder to be told, that I even de- 
signed it for the express purpose of confining the 
view.'* 
*^ And what could be your object?'^ said I. ^ 
^^ To assist meditation,'^ he returned, ^^ which as 
you know seeks retirement, and shuts out the 
world, 

' As all too wanton and too fiiU of gauds, 
To give it audience.' '* 

^* Yet so beautiful a prospect as you might have 
by cutting down those trees ! " 

^^ Had I no prospects elsewhere,*' he repKed, 
^^ you might be right. But you will find I abound 
in them; and as for cutting down those lovely 
trees, name it not, for they all are inhabited by 
Hamadryads ; but if by daemons, I would not be 
the Rinaldo to destroy them. You will please to 
recollect the wise Bacon (wise in the minutest 
particular) banishes prospect from libraries, and 
even proscribes side windows, on account of the 
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interruptions they ^ve to meditation. Our other 
philosopher and statexnan^ Temple, seconds this 
too, prettily eniough, when he says, ^ leisure and 
Bolitode aie the.hest effect of riches, because the 
mother of thought.' Tou see therefore that 
there is no ingress or egress for this little plot, ex- 
oept'through the library.^ 

'^ Your garden then iiS your library ? ^' said I. 

" It is a part of it/^ he replied, ^^ for my flowers 
snd shrubs are dose to my windows, which, if 
^pen, they certainly would enter, and encircle 
:me in my chair. In truth, I am so fond of the 
soothing freshness of plants, that I cannot have 
"them too near, and seem as if I should like to 
<lwell among their leaves like a bird. They are 
^he green shrouds that Milton talks of, and they 
irealize the vision;s which 

' as poetic eyes avow, 
Hang on each leaf, and cling to every bough.' 

In short, nothing is more true than that 

' The spleen was never felt where Flora reigns.' " 

. ^ Good," said I. *^ Rousseau himself could not 
feel, or even affect to feel, more pleasure in the 
security o{ his solitude, than you do in yours,'^ 

*^ Certainly not," he replied ; " especially when, 
pursuing some favourite train of thought, I refi^h 
myself by chaiiging in doors for out, and breathe 
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a reviving air, without interrupting the course of 
my ideas. Besides, flowers^ deUghtful every where^ 
are stiU more so from being unmixed with more 
extensive views ; they call every thing home3 and 
promote the cahn so soothing and so necessary to 
old age/' 

'^ You should have been the Head of a College, 
and walked the cloister/' said I, ^^ instead of a 
statesman." 

** And who sd* happy," he returned, ** if he 
pleases ?^' 

" But your flowers, though sweet are few, and 
this surprises me." 

^^ I have a feeling about it,'^ said he, ^' which 
perhaps may surprise you more.'* 

" Pray let me know if 

" Why you know my maxims as to the necessity 
for moderation, even to make innocent pleasures 
more enjoyable/' 

"And what then? '" 

'* Why then I would not have my garden too 
extended. Not because flowers are not the most 
delicious things on earth, speaking to the senti- 
ment as well as the senses, but on account of the 
intrinsic and superior value of moderation. When 
interests are divided,, they are not so strong. Three 
acres of flowers and a regiment of gardeners, bring 
no more pleasure than a sufficiency. Besides which. 
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in the smaller possession^ there is more room for 
the mental pleasure to step in, and refine all that 
which is sensual. We become acquainted, as it 
were, and even form friendships, with individual 
flowers. We bestow more care upon tfieir bringr 
ing up and progress. They seem sensible of our 
favour, absolutely to enjoy it, and make pleasing 
returns by their beauty, health, and sweetness. In 
this respect a hundred thousand roses, which we 
look at en masses do not identify tKfemselves with us 
in the same manner as even a very small border ; 
and hence, if the cottager^s mind is properly at- 
tuned, the httle cottage garden may give him more 
real delight than belongs to the owner of a thous- 
and acres. All this is so entirely nature, that give 
me a garden well kept, however small, two or three 
spreading trees, and a mind at rest, and I would 
defy the world.'^ 

" Good," I observed ; " and as you found all 
your theories upon practical knowledge, you have, 
no doubt, made the experiment yourself, or seen 
it in others/' 

" I think I have,'' said he. " At least, a rich neigh- 
bour of mine has one whole acre of roses, another 
of rhododendrons, a third of geraniums, and thirty 
gardeners ; yet has he not the same pleasure as 
I have. In fact, he is . surfeited^ and walks his 
garden by way of duty more than love ; while I, 
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who have few labourers^ and work myself, know 
every leaf and flower ard tree about me, \rtth the 
intimacy of a friend. I may think a single rose- 
bush my mistress. But too many flowers are like 
the seraglio of a sultan : much splendour, little 
kindness, no love. It was this personal feeling 
for individual plants, which no doubt principally 
occasioned that burst of grief in Eve, which so 
afiects us upon her being forced from Paradise : 

* Oh ! flowen,^ 
That neyer will in other climates grow, 
My early visitation, and my last 
At even ! which I bred up with tender hand 
From the first opening bud, and gave ye names \ 
Who now shall rear you to the sun, or rank 
Your tribes, or water from the ambrosial fount ?' '* 

I own, my Lord, this warm rhapsody, which 
seemed to come from the heart, communicated 
itself, and I felt for a moment a little of the same 
enthusiasm as my friend ; though so lately from! 
Whitehall. 

You win recollect, however, that I was now a 
hundred miles off^, amid bowers Arcadian, and my 
fear began to be, that instead of cpnverting Atticus, 
he would convert me ; so, to open some allusion at 
least to greater objects, I observed to him. that I 
rather wondered at his fondness for ^^ trim gar- 
dens," when the forest with all its grandeur might 
court him. 
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" Surely/^ said I, ^^ you must also love the no- 
bleness of Nature ? The oaks and elms^ the mo- 
narchs of the woods, high towering over, and far 
more valuable than these himibler beauties!^' 

^^ I do/' he replied ; ^^ they always elevate me 
, by their magnifipence. I can walk the forest with 
the most enthusiastic, and worship with the most 
pious the wonders of the Creator. But a gar- 
den, you will recollect, is to a philosopher 
(which you say I am) only what we have called 
.it, another library. Be assured that the time 
may come (and I wish it may come soon), 
when you may think it the most rational and in- 
dependent, as well, as the most soothing and inno- 
cent, of all pleasures. The florist, the botanist, 
the philosopher, the religious man, the statesman, 
the invalid, all find delight in it. Perhaps the cul- 
tivator with & view to mere profit, is least en- 
chanted ; but he too is pleased. Even the proud 
man, though he may be disappointed every where 
else, is soothed here. Nobody competes with, or 
refuses him tribute ; his flowers, and fruits, and 
walks, are all obsequious, and court him to love 
them. All this is Nature, and natural tastes be- 
ing so superior to artificial, can you wonder if I 
would not* exchange what I have called these * my 
green shrouds,' that scent and ornament my win- 

VOL. I. c 
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dowsj and make my room a bower^ for all the 
golden magnificence of Versailles ? ^' 

I had no more to say^ but muttered^ I befieve^ 
something about Addison intending to be a Bi- 
shop^ after having been Secretary of State. 

^^ He would have become his lawn well/^ said 
Atticus. 

" And are you like him in this too/' said I, f^ as 
you certainly are in many other things ?'^ . ' 

I said this hesitatingly, and rather hoping to 
produce from his answer something like an open- 
ing to my object. 

*^ I am not so worthy of it/^ replied he; "but if 
I were, even at my age, I know little that would 
please me more." 

^^ You would then, though Lord ChanceUor, ex- 
change the mace for the mitre !" 

'^ It would be better for many a Lord Chancet* 
lor, if he had that disposition," returned our firiend* 
*^ Or a Prime Minister !^' 
" Best of all," observed he, " if he could pos*- 
sibly have sufficient materials, as Addison had ; 
and above all, could discipline himself to forget 
the exciting storms in which he had past his life. 
But this no Prime Minister can do." 
*^ Not even in such a place as this ?" 
^^ He must first have these materials in his own 
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mind,^^ replied he, ^^ before place can make any 
difference. For, be assured^ had I not for yealrs 
of my public life before it ended, been preparing 
myself, I am not such an enthusiast as to sup- 
pose walks or gardens could have ever been the 
boundary of my wishes/^ 
^* You, who so admire 

' The pomp of groves, and gandtare of fields.' 

^^ Yes ; for had I not had something else to 
feed my mind as well as my eyes, I believe I 
should starve on ennui, or,Uke Gil Bias, abandon 
Llirias, and return to court/' 

Here seemed to be a Uttle opening, and it was 
not without a sort of hope that I said, ^^ Hav^ two 
years then done nothing to satiate you? Two 
years of absolute monotony, while all the world 
are stirring in these most stming times ! For- 
give me if I say you have no right to be so 
useless.** 

^^ Useless \" cried he, with emphasis. ^^ Was 
Temple useless, though no man was more devoted 
to retreat, as well as distinguished in business?'^ 

*^ Your model, then, is Sir William Temple,'^ 
sfdd I ; ^' a cdebrieited and philosophic minister 
certainly/^ . 

^^ And could I have a better ?'^ he answered. 
^' But though if I followed him, it would be like the 

■ 
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little Julns^ non passibus aquU. I would gladly 
at Llirias be like ^^ him at Sheen/^ 

" I trust, then^ replied I, ** if you are like him 
in pursuits, that you will benefit the world as he 
did, by pouring out your mmd in liierary la- 
bours/^ 

" They were charming labours/^ said Atticus, 
^^ and worth to mankind a thousand times more 
than his political exertions, — ^which^however splen- 
did, were only beneficial to his employers. In 
short, he was a real philosopher; and as he did 
not bury his talents with himself^ he wasai^y 
thing but what you said just now — ^useless/^ 

He said this with a sort of determined if not 
reproachful air, that made me think I was farther 
off my object than ever. To sound him^ how- 
ever, I could not help observing, in allusion, to 
Sir William Temple's labours, that I supposed, 
as I hoped, that Atticus would at least continue 
to help the world he had so long served, by giving 
them, like his hero, the benefit of his experience 
in print. 

^^ Print,'' said he,, smiling, " is too adventurous ; 
but if you mean that I may be occupied with re- 
cording my own thoughts as they arisCj, I . know 
not the employment more sweet, whatever their 
worth," 

My curiosity was greatly excited, and I fedrly 
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asked if a history of his own time would not be a 
good thing? He shook his head, and said, 

" No. I have been too near to some, and too 
far off from others. Many impostors, who yet 
have a sort of character, which liieir own hypo- 
crisy and other people's ignorance have enabled 
them to obtain, I could dissect, and have dis- 
sected. But, like Coriolanus with tiis own, I would 
show their wounds in private. Pompous preten- 
sions, violated promises, and a totiil failure in pro- 
fessed principles, might be fairly and rcaHonabiy 
exposed, and not the worse, because by a man who 
had seen and understood their trickery. But to 
raise personal enemies would disturb my tranquil- 
lity; the only treasure (a great one indeed) th«t is 
now left me. Nevertheless, I do not disguise thai 
I have often before me that attracting passage irf 
Sallust, which has kindled many a statesman, ere 
now, with a wish to become an historian, — ' Igi- 
tur uhi animus ex multis miseriis atque perlculis 
requievit, et mihi rehquara setatem it Republjca 
procul habendam decrevi ; non fuit consilium so- 
cordia atque desidiS bonum otium Conterere : 
ineque vero agrum colcndo, awt venando, servilibus 
nfficiiK intentuni, letatem agerc. Sed u quo inccptu 
studioque me ambitio mala detinuerat, eodetn re- 
greKsUK, Rtatui res geatas Pnpuli Romani carptim, 
t qoseque memoria digca videl>antur perscribere. 
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eo magis^ qu5d mihi a spe^ metu, partibus Beipub- 
licae, animus liber erat/ 

' ^^ But, come/^ continued Atticus, ^^we have 
paced this walk long enough, and you must be 
tired of being so bound in by Art and Le N6tre* 
Let us go to Clarepiont, where Kent and Nature 
Tie for our love/^* 

Then pulling out a key, he opened a small 
gate to which his gardener only had access^ and 
which showed a path winding through hornbeams 
and beeches. 

This led us to a decKvity, till we came to a 
terrace, not so extensive indeed as Lowther, but 
as smooth, as velvety, and soft to the feet, and 
letting in all that the eye could desire for loveli- 
ness of prospect. It looked precipitously upon 
the rattling stream I had passed in the way to the 
house, and though aloft, we could distinctly see 
the foam, and hear the gurgling of its waters as 
they leaped from rock to rock, or rather from 
stone to stone. For though wild, it was on a 
small scale, and partook, as I observed to him, of 
it master's moderation. 

*^ It has little of magnificence," said he^ ^ and 
certainly is not a Niagara; but it has a great deal 
of beauty, and those mountain ash and wild roses 
which start from every fissure in the rock> with 

m 

" Where Kent and Nature vied for Pelham's love.'» 
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the help of a little imagination^ remind me of that 
quaint account of Guy's cliff, in old Leland, — 
^ Nemusculum ibidem opaciun, fontes liquidi et 
gemmii, prata florida ; antra muscosa ; rivi levis 
et per saxa decursus ; nee non solitudo, et quies, 
inusis amicissima/^' * 

, ** The description/' said I, " is almost as inte- 
resting as the place. But you have not told me 
the name of your river, dashing from stone to 
stone, your ' rivi levis per saxa decursus.' '^ 

** Digentia,^' said he, 

^^DigentiaJ" 

^^ Yes ! the Digentia of Horace, where he made 
90 many philosophical prayers, — 

' Me quoties refidt gelidns Digentia rivns, 
Quid sentire putas, quid eredis, anuce, precari ? 
Sit mihi quod nunc est ; etiam minus ; ut mihi yivain 
Quod superest tevi ; si quid superesse volunt Di.*i* 

'^ Upon its banks also," continued Atticus, 
** Horace probably raised those other questions, 
so important to true philosophy, which so charm 
us in retreat, but are so difficult to answer in 
London/^ 

^* I fear I have forgot them,^' said I. 

^^ No wonder,^' he replied. " I forgot them 

* Thus translated by Leiand himself: '* It is a place meet for 
the Muses ; there is sylence ; a praty wood ; antra in vivo saxo, 
' uid the river rolling over the stones with a praty noise/' — Le- 
land*8 Itin. 4. 66. 
t Hor. Epist. i. 18. 
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myself many a year in Downing-street, at St. 
Stephens'^ and at Boodle's. But here, where there 
is no distraction from party or politics, thiey rush 
vividly into one's mind. They are these : — ^whether 
to glide gently down to'old age, without being vexed 
by poverty or avarice? whether virtue is- acquired 
by study, or the gift of nature ? what will reconcile 
you to yourself? what produce tranquillity? whe-' 
ther honours, or fortune, or the retired private 
path in which life imperceptibly steals away? — 
These are the questions which Horace* proposes 
to discuss when on the banks of the Digentia, 
but never at Rome. This then is my l)^ntia/' 

^^ It ought to be consecrated like its chssici^ 
original,^^ I remarked, ^^if it promote such valua- 
ble inquiries. But would you pursue even those^ 
at the price of forgetting all your fellow-labourers 
for the good of the State, who are now slaving to 
secure to you the very stream which you seem so 
to enjoy .*^ 

^'I have done enough/' he replied, ^to have 
earned the meed to which all public men aspire 
(or pretend to aspire), the 

* Vt mihi yivam qaod saperest sevi.* 

This was both Templets and Bolingbroke's motto, 
to say nothing of old Montaigne — ^Temple, who 
retired to Sheen and philosophy, 

* Ibid. 
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^ CHl, content d*nn boeage, 
L' Ambassadeur det rols le plait k Tivre en sage.' 

And BoKngbroke? 

Why he was like tlie Queen in Hamlefs play, — 

' Methinka tiie lady doth profeaa too mmeh.* 

However, he pleased himself with thmUng he 
was made lor retiremeQt^ and that for a time did 
as well." 

'^ And you?*' 

" Why really I can only ask you to answer 
yourself. If you have wished to probe me, you 
have at least found mey without notice or prepara- 
tion, in ^ Arcady the Uest ;'- whidi you want me to 
exchange for WhitehalL You, perhaps, think ine a 
self-deceiver, like Cowley. ButlhavenotyetbrokeR 
my ribs ; nor even caught a cold; no Uiatlamnot 
yet disgusted.* Old as I am, I have still fire 
enough left to be romantic ; at, least if to a^ire 
and love nature, to revel in a glorious morning, 
or sooth my whole heart with the placidity of 
evening, be romantic. In those happy moments 
far indeed am I firom thinking myself ^ Right Ho- 
nourable.' I rather hken myself ^within these 
brakes and trees,' to the genius of the wood, in 
the charming but almost forgotten Arcadia. 

* See, in Johnson's life of Cowley, the pnrions finish to all his 
VMnance, ending in aH the miseries of disappointment to high- 
fmied expectations : a most nsefiil lesson. 

c5 
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* For know, bj lot from Jove, I tm ti^ Power 
Of thU fair wood, and Uve in oaken bowcr^ 

And early, e*re the od*roiis breath of mom 
Awakes the slumbering leaves, or tasseHed bom 
Shake the high thicket, haste I all about, 
Number my ranks, and visit every sprout/ 

I will not say with Rousseau, ^ If I am dying, Ysf 
me under an oak, and I shaD revive ;^ but this "I 
am sure of, that a man who loves a tree, and pos^ 
sesses one, possesses a lasting fund of happi- 

ness. 

This was said with so much earnestness, that I 
began to think it scarcely worth wh3e to proceed 
with my design ; but* secretly suspecting there 
might be a Uttle enthusiasm in all these profes- 
sions, which might give way to less vivid, but 
more reasonable considerations, and thinking also 
that I should never have a better opportunity, I 
resolved boldly to enter on my subject. Prefa- 
tory to this, however, having been at the drawing 
room but three days before, I begaJi the pndsfes 
of the Court, which I knew he once fedmired. 

^^ Well,'" said I, "but the Court is a fine thing, 

even compared with nature, and I know not whe* 

• ther the awfulness of majesty, with all its assbcia- 

* It is remarkable that he shewed this in his last moments ; 
for having got up more ill than usual, he desired to be carried to 
a seat under a tree, to ei^oy the face of nature, which had looked 
peculiarly cheerful, he said, from his window. That day he died.'*' 
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tions^ and s)bt off with magnificence^ beauty^ ele- 
gance^ and the exquisite works of art, may not (I 
speak it with humility to you priests of nature) 
emulate, nay perhaps equal, the ^pomp of groves 
and garniture of fields.' Certain, it is, when I 
haye seen the court guise of the mincing Dryads 
of St. James's, in nodding plimies, sparkling jewels, 
and dazzling silks, all only giving greater excellence 
to fine eyes, Hebe smiles, and graceful manners, I 
have thought httle of the Dryads of the wood ; 
and as to tulips, and even roses, I have questioned 
if the tulips and roses of animated flesh and blood, 
breathing sentiment, and looking sweetness equal 
to the flowers themselves, were not more inspiring 
than the still life of nature, however beautiful/' 
. ^^ Will you mention any gf your breathing 
roses ? " said Atticus. 
• ^^ That might be invidious," answered I ; ^' but 

there are Lady R., and Lady M., and Lady ? 

and Miss B." 

^^ And your associations" — said Atticus — " what 
are they ? '' 

^* Why, of rank and grandeur, and, as I said, of 
HM^esty." 

% ** Would it not be better to say, of goodness, 
▼irtae, and wisdom ? " 

^^ Yes, if we were all philosophers, and always 
lecturing in the Schools ; but the world is not so : 
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< Nob omnes arboflta jurmt humileaqiie myricai.* " 

" And yet a garden, or a wood, the cfaaunt of 
the birds, which at this moment so delights us— -'^ 

" I know what you would say,'* replied I, " that 
these prompt us to silent and deep observation, 
tending to develope goodness and wisdom. But, 
if you will be philosophic wherever you go, I see 
no reason why you should not carry philosophy 
to a royal drawing-room, where you will find as 
much study of nature (only more difficult perhaps 
to be discovered) as in the wildest scenes that ever 
were painted. Even, therefofe, as a philosopher 
you ought to return to court.^' 

He again shook his head, and I went on — 

^^ That return, I can tell you, would be hailed 
by many whom you respect, who are now in 
power, and are, I know, willing that you should 
share it with them. Excuse me too,^ I added, 
seeing him pause, " if, after all, I think there 
must, or will be a monotony in this way of life, 
which is not fitted for a mind so active. We 
cannot be always poring over a torrent, or smell- 
ing at a rose. I know not whether you have 
neighbours; but if they are confined to those 
bits of lacemakers who flocked about me on my 
arrival, I think they will not satisfy your known 
social qualities. Perhaps, indeed, you may have 
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a farming parson, or a Doctor Slop in the Village, 
who may condescend to dine with you, and play 
at backganunon now and then ; but is Ais to be 
your lot, while others, not your superiors in mmd, 
are obtaining power and influence^i^iid even duke- '^^^ 
doms^by mingling in the state ? " 

To this he only answered (with his usual fond- 
ness for Shakespeare), 

'* My library, a dukedom large enough 1 " 

'* True,'' said I ; '^ large enough' if science' or 
amusement are the only objects in life. But I mis- 
take if even science will suffice to a person wlho 
has so tasted of the world; and with a view to your 
favourite pursiut, the investigation of character, I 
should think you would rather, with Johnson, walk 
Fleet-street. But I will give you Shakespeare 
for Shakespeare — 

* And rather would intreat thy company 
To view the wonders of the world abroad, < 

Than living dnlly shiggardised at home, 
Wear yoorself out in shapelew. idleness. ' 

Let me then be your Valentine, and intreat your 
company ^ to view the world abroad.' '' 

^* You come close," said he, after an evident 
pause of consideration at this explicit proposal of 
mine ; " but you would make a better Valentine, 
and I perhaps a more obsequious Proteus, had I 
not already seen those wonders, and felt how 
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little they can do^ for old age at least, in pro^ 
dneing that which every year's advance makes of 
more and more importance to it. Hence the just- 
ness of the sentiment, 

' Le sage k son jardin destine ses yieuz ans.* 

^ Of what consequence to me,' said an octogena- 
rian friend of mine, who was childless, and o£Fere4 
a peerage, ^ to have a coronet on my coffin ! ' '^ 

At this I could not help asking whether ,he 
really thought there ought to be no ambition in 
the world ? 

^^ Far from it,*^ said he ; " nay, I think it may 
often be a duty to engage in its strifes for the 
sake of some noble end. But then what may be a 
duty in youth or middle age, would be inconsist- 
ent when past the meridian. Even to the veteran, 
I would not say that all worldly uses were flat 
and unprofitable. But it is inconceivable how 
poor and shapeless the objects most dazzling to 
the glittering throng, appear to him who is 
going to where he knows they will all sink to 
nothing, or worse than nothing. Could men 
carry their pomp and power with them, or 
women their beauty, when they quit the world, it 
would be different ; but as pomp and power, and 
beauty too, are doomed irrevocably to be '^ food for 
worms^^ * to lie in cold obstruction, and to rot'— ^I 
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often thinks when I see them in thehr very zenith, 
how soon they must be stript of all. that they 
pride themselves upon here^ and how soon the 
millions they have despised may be more than 
their equals elsewhere/' 

Our friend here paused again for some minutes; 
ahd^ as I was sure he was sincere^ I esteemed 
him more than ever. I felt even almost as* grave 
as himself, and waited for him to go on. He 
therefore rather surprised me by a change of tone 
when hekughingly woundup by saying, 

*^ No ! no ! There are no orators* aristocrats, or 
exclusives in Heaven, whatever they may think 
of it.^' 

^^ All this is incontestible,^^ said I ; " but do 
you mean that, because dl must quit the world, 
we are not to attend to its interests while in it ? '* 
" Clearly not,^' he repUed; *^ but the difficulty 
is to distinguish between the world's interests and 
our own. A granifiloquent minister, finding his 
grandeur in a little danger, cries out, ' Vain 
pomp and glory of the world, I hate you !' He 
assures his audience that he took office against 
his will, knowing he was too old for it ; but ke 
must not abandon the king. He therefore remains 
a little longer ; that is, as long as he can. Another 
grandee has also a duty to perform (of course to the 
- country), and cannot refuse to save that country 
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by refusing to coalesce with the party that ii 
uppermost. A third suddenly discovers that he 
has been in error all his li£e^ but has become open 
to conviction ; that is, he sacrifices all the princi* 
pies for which he had fought for years when his 
friends were in power, but, in consequence of Ais 
conviction, sides against them now they are out 1 
These are admirable examples; but, my good 
friend, would you have me one of these ? " 

** By no means,'* I said ; " but when have I en*- 
deavoured to make you change your pr&ciples or 
your friends ? " 

" I must do so,'* he replied, ^^ if, having been 
patrician all my life, I join men who ally them^^ 
selves with persons whose known, and indeed 
undenied, object is the destruction of the con- 
stitution. These are the sermUties, not : the 
honours of atnbition; but were they not soy for 
the graver reason which I gave you, of attend- 
ing to my own quiet after doing some duty in 
the world, I have little virtue in refusing to r^ 
turn to it.** 

^^ Can study and retirement then make up. for 
all that you renounce ? " 

" I speak advisedly,'* returned he, *^ and pro- 
bably, with more knowledge of myself than a very 
considerable bishop and scholar, who said, he 
never would be tempted by the sweets of prefer- 
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mcnt to sacrifice his philosophical freeddm.* 'Hiis 
at any time ; but in the present day, and in thcf 
total dearth of that real patriotism which once I 
witnessed iand was proud to support, my excla- 
mation is, 

' lU-weayed ambition how much art thou shrunk t * '* 

I own I felt the force of these representations^ 

and began to wish that Lord ■ had sent a 

better messenger to woo our hermit back to the 
world. I, however, said something of his stilly 
evident vigour, and hinted again the danger of mp-^ 
notony and want of object in his solitude. . " You 
iiaye no right,^' I added, ^^ yet to hide yourself, and 

' Und» the shade <^ nielanoholy bon^htf 
Lose and neglect the creeping hoars o£ time.' " 

** Believe me,^' said he, " you are wrongs As' 
to soUtude, it is a vulgar error into which you at 
least will not fall, to suppdse it a total retreat' 
from mankind. This would be as unnatural as 
misanthropic. It has been better defined, that 
intellectual state into which the mind voluntarily 
surrenders itself to its own reflections ; t and this 
may obviously be the case, if he pleases, of a 
man who Kves in crowds, as well as of the hermit 
of the desert. A iasore eloquent philosopher than 
I, contrasting mere worldly pursuits with those 

* See Bishop Watson* s Memoirs of himself. 
t Zimmermann. 
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of mind, obsenres that, ' in iretreat, a more refined 
and enlarged mind leaves the world behind i^ 
feels a call for higher pleasures^ and seeks them in 
retirement. The man of public spirit has recomrse 
to it in order to form plans for general good; the 
man of genius to dwell on his favourite themes; 
the philosopher to pursue his discoveries ; and 
the saint to improve himself in grace/ Blair, 
however, nowhere says, but implies the contrary, 
that this is either to neglect or despise the inter-« 
ests of the world. Solitude may even have its 
frivolities, as well as a metropolis ; and an honest' 
minister, of which there are bright examples even 
now, may be, and usually is, of far greater use to 
mankind than the most virtuous hermit. I am 
not therefore, with all my love of retirement (or 
rather necessary tranquillity), so foolish an enthu- 
siast about it as perhaps you think me. Assure 
yourself, that though I am content to be out of 
power, and may refuse to return to it, I 

' Cease not to wander where the Moses haunt, 
Near stream, or shady groTe, or sunny hill ;' 

My boughs are not ^ melancholy,' nor under them 
do I 

' Lose or neglect the creeping hours of time.' " 

^^ Bravo ! ^' said I, but, I fear, rather in bra- 
vado ; for I had nothing very cogent to urge in 
reply. 
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" What)'^ be continued^ ^^ says old Montaigne, 
who Uved a varied life, and was a shrewd observer ? 
^ The solitude which I love and recommend, is 
that which enables me to withdraw my affections 
and thoughts into myself. Local solitude rather 
sets me at large, and I can even more willingly 
embark in the business of the world when I am 
alone. Even at the Louvre, the throng makes me 
retire into myself. I am no enemy to courts, and 
have spent part of my life in great companies ; 
but then it must be at my own time.^ So £euc 
Montaigne ; and let Montaigne speak for me." 

^^ I am sorry for it," said I, ^^ considering how 
much you are wanted, and how much you might 
still achieve of honours and power; and as you 
are not rich, forgive me if I add, of fortune.*' 

He shewed his dissent, and, after a pause, said, 
"This might have weighed some years ago; but I 
thank Heaven, I have at length completely reached 
that great desideratum in the pursuit of happiness 
the being able to concentrate, not only all my feel- 
ings, but all my ideas, and certainly all my wishes, 
within the pale of this domain. I scarcely ask 
myself how goes time, and still less the world ; 
not because I am indifferent to my species (to all 
of whom I wish well), but because, from the sim- 
plicity of my pleasures and of my wants, the sa- 
tiety of former objects (having fully enjoyed them), 
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and above all perhaps, the loss of many dear and 
excellent friends who encouraged and shared in 
those objects, I have wisely, I think, reduced 
every thing to my own circle of pursuits, and look 
not abroad for better. As to the loss of friends, 
I feel again with Sir William Temple, who you 
say is my model : * When I consider how many 
noble and estimable men — how many lovely and 
agreeable women — I have outlived among my ac- 
quaintance, methinks it looks impertinent to be 
alive/ '^ 

Here he became a little afiected, but resuming 
cheerfulness, he went on : — *^ As to fortune, you 
say well; I am not rich, except that I have 
enough, and richer therefore cannot be. I will 
not fall into the cant of pseudo-philosophy, and 
rail against the Court because I have left it ; for it 
treated me better than I deserved. But having 
left it (I think for better things at my age) I call 
to mind the good yeoman of Kent, just before he 
slew Jack Cade : — 

' Lord ! who would liye turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these? 
This small inheritance my father left me 
Contenteth me, and 's worth a monarchy. 
I seek not to wax great by other's waning, 
Or gather wealth 1 care not with what envy ; 
Sufficeth that I have maintains my state, 
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.' '' 
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" Of a truth/' said I, " these lines are power- 
ful in support of your principle, and I only hope 
that you will not, like him who uttered them, cut 
off my head for ^ breaking into your garden ; ' but 
even the philosopher Iden, you may remember, 
was ambitious to get knighted, and followed the 
Court which he had affected to despite.'^ 

^^ However this may be,^' he replied, *^ with the 
help of such philosophy, or, as I would rather say, 
resignation, as belongs to me, I feel that I have 
all really wanting to my desires or my tastes. I 
have, thank God (if I may venture in all humility 
to risk such a supposition), no very heinous 
transgressions on my conscience ; I have no pain 
of body, nor discontent of mind ; and I wish all 
men well, though I converse with few. Those 
few are at least honest ; and if I want higher com- 
munications they are at hand every hour of the 
day, and every watch of the night, with a benig- 
nant, and I trust merciful though just Being, who 
watches all my actions, and before whom I know 
I am soon to appear.^' 

I will own to you, my Lord, these solemn 
words, set off by a still greater solemnity of voice 
and manner, left me for a moment without reply. 

I felt pushed, and was not sorry at his proposal 
to vary the scene by walking to a summer-house 
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at a little distance^ where^ he said^ he had ordered 
tea. 

We did 80^ and from its windows beheld all the 
glories of the setting sun. We made a quiet and 
rather thoughtful repast; after which^ bending 
oiu* way through a mazy path in the wood^ we 
returned to the house^ under the guidance of th« 
meek-eyed twilight^ who now before us, 

*' Slowly sailed, and way'd her banners gray.** 

And so ends my first day at Llirias. 

** To-morrow to fresh fields and pastures new J* 
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My dear Lord^ 

I am glad you liked my last^ though you were 
disappomted. I fear I cannot give you more hope 
from the second day past with Atticus^ than the 
first ; but as you wish me to proceed I will. 

Our evening was agreeable enough. The real 
beauty of his place, and his unequivocal happiness 
in it, made me abstain from all doubt of its lasting, 
or at least from being so rude as to tell him that 
I had any. We therefore became literary, and, 
of course, philosophical. Politics were banished 
for agriculture; of gardening we had had enough; 
and my expectations were a good deal shaken, 
when I found that Atticus had a farm of 500 acres 
in his own hands, of which he was himself the 
baiUflF. 

A man, thought I, with such a responsibility, 
and out almost all day in such an interesting occu- 
pation, even were he not a votary of the Muses, 
or fond of the buskined Nymphs, can never com- 
plain of ennui, or a monotonous life. 
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I retired for the night with these impres- 
sions^ and they certainly were not diminished by 
any thing I saw the next day. 

I did not rise late^ but found oiHr friend had been 
up two hours before me. He had read prayers 
to his servants^ who one and all had attended^ and 
he had already done business with his fartner and 

head gardener, (who was also his woodman), before 

*. 

I came down. We breakfasted at the garden door 
of the room where we had dined the preceding 
day ; which the cheerful warmth of the morning 
and the delicious scent of the May, made charm- 
ing. 

It did not open upon the parterre, being on 

another side of the house, but it led the eye 
at once to the end of a very long and well-kept 
walk, lined on each side with horse-chesnuts, 
now in their full blossom. There was here ho 
garden, but rather a ferme om^e ; for an op^n 
rail fenced it from the greenest meadow I &9^ 
saw. From this arose a stream of rich perfume, 
such as I had seldom met with, which AtticUs 
informed me was occasioned by the peculiar ifeed* 
with which he had formed the meadow, (for it was 
his own creation) and which, with some pedantry 
as I told him^ he said, tvtis the Antheaicmthnin 
Odoratum^ which in fact occasions the perfumeof 
our hay stacks. We must suppose that h~ei wa» 
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too proud of his new character, not to cultivate 
LiniuDUs; but he might as well have called his 
fevourite grass at once the Sweet-ncented Venial, 
which I afterward found from his farmer was its 
English, or, as he called it, its real name. 

Breakfast over, we strolled down the walk, and 
quaffed its sweet air with a delight unknown in 
London. There was a stillness in it, not only 
gratifying to the senses, but which seemed to sooth 
the heart; so that I almost wondered there could 
be any tumult any where in the world, much less 
any of our own creating, as if in verj- wantonness 
and discontent at the lot awarded us by the Crea- 
tor. It was one of those mornings which seem 
the personification of calm. Some beautiful cows 
were couchant, on the distant side of the meadow, 
chewing the cud. Not another sound, but now 
and then a chirp from the hedges, varied the quiet; 
which was rather made more pleasant than other- 
wise, by a soft mist or dew, which had exhaled 
from the earth, butM-as now dissipating at tJie ap- 
proach of the sun. Tlie whole was what the 
peters call a Repose, and it was worthy the 
beautiful pencil of Cuyp in his sweetest and hap- 
piest hour. 

'fhe feelings both of Atticus and myself partook 
of the surrounding tranquiUity, and each I believe 
WM afraid of destroying ita effect by speaking. 

vol,. I. U 
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But having reached the bottom of the walk, I 
found myself in a rustic building which I took at 
first for a. mere tool hoiue, but which, in fact, was 
one of the prettiest hermitages one could see. It 
was built of trunks and bouglis of trees, with the 
bark on ; the roof covered with reeds, the sides 
and windows shrowdcd with sweet briars, andAll 
" o'er canopied with luscious woodbine." 

"What a place!" I observed, "andwh: 
morning ! your evening retreat, with all its a 
but debghtful sedatives, I admired enough ,^ 
terday, and thought 1 had done when I had ^ 
Digentia. But this aeems as preferable in p 
of enjoyment, as it surely is in the domestic Si 
it presents. Tliere was retirement there, amoiuit- 
ing almost to sadness ; but here all is joy and h 
and such elasticity of spirit as I have seldom 
and cannot describe,'" 

" Why," replied he ; " none but those who bar* 
enjoyed them, can know, or even understand, the 
pleasures of the early morning. WTiat delightful 
poetry have we not read, of Aurora, and her rosy 
steps and rosy fingers — ^what p^ntinga not seen of 
the Hours preceding or accompanj-ing the Chariot 
of Day. But no need of poetry, or painting, when 
we have such realities as we are now breathing. 
It is not the difference of the place, but of the 
Jiour, that causes your surprise. The sweetness of 
the morning, however, is perhaps its least ch) 
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It is the renewed vigour it implants in all around, 
thkt affects lus — men, animals, birds, vegetation, 
plants, flowers. • These last palpably shew its 
vivifying effect, by opening their buds and blos- 
soms, (which had closed during night,) as if on 
piurpose to greet and be thankful for the return of 
day. There is the same feeling in man. . Refreshed 
and soothed with sleep, his heart opens ; he is 
aUve to nature, and nature's God, and his mind is 
more intelligent, because more fresh. He seems 
jto drink of the dew like the flowers, and feels the 
same reviving effect. . 

*^ Here the heart swells, as you say, with hope 
and joy ; aiid here the understanding is any thing 
but stagnant, though alone: nor ain I surprised that 
Booth, (the Booth of Amelia), when asked by a 
town dame to describe what was so seductive in 
the country, should eniunerate the morning air, 
though so cheap and common, among its chief 
• attractionjs. . Here then the country has evidently 
the advantage, for the town can never know or 
feel this. The very hours preclude it, even had 
we any other landscape than the streets.^' 

^^^ Yet I Jiave seen the sun rise, and even the 
twilight of morning,'^ replied I, ^^ but without 
these feelings.'' 

. f^ You fojcget/'. answered Atticus, ^^ your own 
situation at the time ; for it must have been in 

D 2 
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returning jaded from an all night's debate, or an 
all nighf s dissipation, with far other children than 
those of nature. I blame not those who porefer thk 
as a pleasure. In my youth, I too have preferred it^ 
or thought I did so. I have even quizzed the coun^ 
try as much as Lady Townly herself,* while in a 
ball room. I have sat at some Lady Mary's ieet, 
played with her fan, and thought her eyes more 
dazzling than her diamonds. But all this goes; 
nature ever resumes her empire when the excite- 
ment of youth has subsided, and the mind feek 
still greater (because more refined) delight in other 
objects of a higher cast.'' 

^^ I listen to you with pleasure,'^ said I, sering 
Atticus pause ; ^^ you have described all without 
doors well, but it is chiefly the interior I wish to 
come to. You cannot always have these sdghts 
and sounds ; you cannot always have this wea«> 
ther." 

^^The interior," replied he, ^^yidds in nothing 
to what I have described. To be sure, we maybe 
a little more joyous, or more sensual, from what 
passes without, and it applies itself more to eveiy 
one 9 feeling. Thus, the carol of the lark, that has 
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^ ** As for walking, it is a covDtry diyenion, and I liato itl"- 
Provoied HutbaruU 
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80 well l>een called ^ the light-enamoured bird ;' the 
lium of the bees ; the yerdure and gorgeous bios* 
8oms of the woods; — ^theseare sources of pleasure 
common to all. So also- the perfume of the air ; 
though merely from thoms^and lilacs^ and limes ; to 
jsay nothing of grain, or tedded grass^ or kine. But 
all these are nodiing to what a contemplative man 
can make them by association. We ourselyes par>» 
take vividly o£ the freshness. Every thing is new^ 
or renewed ; the heart, the body, the intellect itself. 
Then come those moment^, ^^ sweeter than honey, 
or the honey comb/^ when the mind revolves its 
own powers, in self conversation and self ezami* 
nation ; which is always best in the sweet cool of 
the morning, before excitement or passion can be 
roused, and we are alive only to gratitude to the 
All.Giver, for the goodness he has bestowed. 
. *^ This makes the whole soul run over, and what 
was a sense immediately becomes a sentiment, 
, only heightened and refined, in a tenfold degree, 
by grateful piety. The zest which this mixture 
. of mind commimicates, can only be imderstood 
. by those who have felt it.^' 
; "This is but too true,*' said I, "and accounts 
in* some measure for my present impressions.*' 

"You are right,** said he, "for the morning 
^^m9, in consequence, to be set off in tints a 
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thousand times more brilliant to die efe ^ a iSner' 
feeling breathes through the frame; a sweeter 
freshness exhilarates the heart ; and then it is that 
truth, undisturbed by extraneous matter, darts 
deeper into our thoughts, and renders them dearer 
by divesting them of partiality. The composure 
and mental pleasure which this produces^ are 
worth a diadem, and no retired man would seek 
to change them, except for Heayen/^ 

Here Atticus stopt, and I could not help com- 
plimenting him upon the deep consideration be 
seemed to have given to the whole subject, adi 
well as the sincerity which glowed in his descrip- 
tion. 

^^I see,'' said I, ^^you do not here, anymore 

than elsewhere, do things by halves ; and I am' 

afraid, if the College in Downing Street cannot 

' understand or appreciate your resolution, it is 

because they are not yet worthy of it. ■' 

^^It would perhaps have been better,'' said he, 
'^for the reputations of some of them, if they also 
had retired in time. 

" And why not now ? 

" Because the time is gone, never to return; and 
if posterity deny them hereafter what they seem 
themselves to have been infatuated in destroying^ 
I mean their characters as statesmen — ^it is their 
own fault." 



--^^/ oeiinot. permit this,* stid I, intenruptilig 

him. ' ^' Has Lord —destroyed his character 

a».a statesman ? '^ 

These aUosiona to some of those whom I eon-< 
^idered as my friends/ 1 own somewhat piqued 
me, and I. could not .help taxing him with some-*' 
tiling like spleen, till I became- sj^netic myself; 
For I began to question the -sincerity of his ro* 
mance, and all the fine things which had so lately 
charmed me. I even, (and I now feel ashamed of 
it), imputed his obstinacy in retiring, ito a petulant 
fear that' he would (to use his own often repeated 
expression) be pushed from his stool by younger 
(Competitors. 

. In this, he told me^ (and I now^beliere him) 
that I treated him with injustice \ and he bade me 
call to mind how minutely cautious he had be^n 
in guarding himself from the most distant appear-* 
ance of having quarrelled with the world, like 
Cowley, Rousseau, or Lord Chesterfield* 

*^ BelieTe me,*^ said he, ^^ lam any thing but' 

* the man to books confined, 
Who from his study rails at human kind.' ' 

I repeat, the world is, upon the whole, a good^ 
though perhaps not^ as Pangloss called it, the best 
of all possible worlds/' 
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'^ I agree^'Vftaid I; ^but pray how came Ches- 
terfield to make one of the illastrions trio yott 
mentioned just now ? If ever there was a man 
who lived to the last moment of his life, lived in 
the world, and loved it, it was surely this gartered 
wit, this spoilt child of the aristocracy^ favoured 
alike by fortune and nature, and enjoying a repxin 
tation as wide as Europe/' 

^^ And yet with all this, you will be surprised 
to find he was a growler,^' said Atticus ^ ^^ not like 
me,* for I do not growl, and by no means think of 
mankind, even the politicians among th^n, as -he 
did/^ 

** Your proof," I asked, rather amazed* ^ I 
know he thought ill of mankind ; but he never 
quitted the world on that account/*^ 

'^ Ecce signum/^ replied he, taking up a manu* 
script book of extracts which lay on a rustic table, 
and reading a letter of Chesterfield^s which he had 
copied with his own hand. 

'* I have run," said he, '^ the silly rounds of 
business and of pleasure, and I have done with 
them all. I have enjoyed all the pleasures of the 
world, and consequently know their futility, and 
do not regret their loss. I appraise them at their 
real value, which is truly very low; whereas those 
who have not experienced, always over-rate 
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them. They only see their gay outside^ and are 
dazzled with their ghu'e. But I hat^e been behind 
the sceneis. I have seen all the coarse puUies and 
dirty ropes, which exhibit and move the gaudy 
machine. I have seen and smelt the talloU> candles 
which illuminate the whole decoration^ to the 
astonishment and admiration of an ignorant multi- 
tude. When I reflect back upon what I have 
senen^ what I have heard, and what I have done^ I 
can hardly persuade myself, that all that frivolous 
hurry, and bustle, and pleasure of die world, had 
any reality ; but I look upon all that is past as 
one of those romantic dreams, which opium com-' 
monly occasions ; aud I do by no means desire to 
repeat the nauseous dose for the sake of the fugi- 
tive dream. Shall I tell you that I bear this n^e- 
lancholy situation with that meritorious constancy 
and resigi^ation which most people boast of ? No, 
for I really • cannot hjelp it. I bear it because I 
must, whether I will or no; and I think of nothing 
but killing time, now he is become mine enemy. 
It is my resolution to sleep in the carriage, the 
remainder of the journey.^' 

"Thus you see, continued Atticus, ^^Ches- 
terfield considered time his enemy, as much as 
Cowley.'' 

" The railing of Cowley at courts, for the busi- 

j} 5 
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ness only of which, not their agi4mtnSy he seMlecT 
formed, and when, in isnct, he began to be'lanighed 
at, was far,'^ I replied, ^^ from partakifag of Aat 
dignified iand philosophic snpeTiority to them, 
which he would have you believe that he pos- 
sessed/^ 

^^ I agree/^ observed Atticus ; "and, as for m^r— 
feu*, very far from undervaluing a noble ambition, 
or even the splendour of a court which I may be 
thought no longer able to enjoy ; on the contrary, 
giving the fullest meed of praise to many honour- 
able and energetic inen, who are, and will continue 
to be, the benefactors of their country, — I have yet 
seen, among all parties, so many fools fill the 
public eye as if they really hiwi sense, and so 
many hypocrites obtain honours as if- tiiey were 
honest men ; and I have also seen so many of 
what they call well meaning people, run headlong 
into the jaws opened for them by scoundrels; 
that I am content to be out of the world, nel 
from indifference to what may happen in it^ but 
because I feel, with a real patriot, a real poet^ and 
a real lover of mankind, that, 

* When vice prevails and impious men bear sway, 
The post of honour is a private station.^ 

By this I do not mean to allude to those, who 
now nominally govern, — who are neither more 



vicious^ nor more impioxui, than others^, though 
their ambition is of a more dangerous character 
than what we have formeiiy known ; but I do al* 
lude to the mob> whom (alas for them !) they have 
made tiieir masters^ and whom they will find^ 
before they are aware of it, the children of both 
Impiety and Vice. In this predicament I feel 
more than, ever the propriety of retreat, and more 
than ever, with the great Bard, exclaim that, 

* Often to oar comfort shall we find 
:> The stranded heeUe in a. safer hold. 
Than is the fuU-wing'd eagle.' " 

He said this so emphatically, and as if he had 
given the matter such deep consideration, that I 
despaired of moving him with any reply I could 
make } and I was therefore not sorry to be inter- 
rupted by a servant announcing luncheon ; for we 
had (SO beguiled the hoiLrs, that we had not seen 
how far advanced was the day. As we followed 
to the repast, Atticus proposed riding ^terwards, 
to which, I gladly agreed ; and he wound up by 
saying that, after so many vicissitudes as he had 
witnessed, he was resolved, if he could, to seek 
refuge in oblivion, or at least to think, with 
HUzlitt, that ^ all that is worth remembering in 
life I is the poetry of it/ 
. The luncheon was served in the Ubrary, which 
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we had visited on the day of my arrival. It was 
ti» statu quoj with this difference^ that two very 
beautiful busts of the finest statuary marble, which 
were generally, or often, covered up to secure 
them from dust^ were, now there was *^ com- 
pany,^' produced by the house-keeper in aH their 
glory. They were of Horace and Viigil, and seem- 
ingly much valued by our host, to whose father 
they had been presented by a Grand Duke of Tus- 
cany, when he concluded a mission he had filled, 
with great credit, at Florence. Each had appro- 
priate inscriptions, which had been engraved in 
letters of gold, upon black marble pedestals, form- 
ing a striking and elegant contrast to the pure 
Parian of the busts themselves. I read them with 
some eagerness, being still anxious to get at the 
real mind of Atticus as to the resolutions he had 
adopted. That of Virgil consisted of the famous 
passages, 

** Fortunatus et ille doos qui novit agrestes ; 
Ilium non populi fasces, non purpura regum 
Flexit, &o." 

This I read, but our friend went on with the 
rest, and with peculiar warmth when he came to 

** Non res Romanie, perituraque regna ; neque ille 
Aut doluit miseraus inopem, aut inyidit habeiiti. 
Quos rami fructus, quos ipsa Tolentia rura 
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Sponte tiilere suA, carpsit ; nee ferrea jara, 
Insanumque fonmiy aut populi tabolaria yidit.*' * 

The Virgil inscription was perhaps more to 
Attieus's taste ; the Horatian more to his philoso- 
phy. It was as follows : 

*' Rectius vives, Idcini, neque altmn 
Semper urgendo ; neque, dnm proceUaa 
Cantus horrescis, nimium premendo 
Litus iniqunm. 

" Auream quisquis mediocritatem 

f 

Diligit, tutus caret obsoleti 
Sordibus recti, caret xnvidendA 
Sobriu8aulft.''t 

Both inscriptions seemed the very epitome of 
my friend's philosophy. Observing, however 
that I rather smiled on reading them, though the 
smile was anything but of disapprobation, he 
said, ^^ you perhaps think, as I once did myself, 
that these inscriptions are coxcombical, affected, 
precieuses, and denoting anything but sincerity. 
But you will recollect that I live much alone, 
though not averse to company, and that these 
reminiscences from the writers that charmed us 
in our youth, are like the conversations of old 
friends. Besides, whatever the frame of mind at 

* Georg. ii. 498. f Lib. ii. Od. x. 



the moment — ^whether of joy, or sorrow— philo- 
sophical, or poetic, or devout, — ^if our authors are 
well chosen, there is scarcely a sentiment that 
cannot be foimd congenial to our humour, only 
set off with more elegance and force than our 
own thoughts or language can supply. Homer, 
Horace, and Virgil, among the ancients, and 
Shakespeare, Spencer, Milton, Dryden, Pope, 
and Boileau, among the modems, are admirable 
specimens of this/' 

I acknowledged the truth of these remarks, and 
we both agreed that idter we had been reading 
the book of Nature, either in the struggling cha- 
racters of the world, the aphorisms of philophers, 
or the silent, but thought-inspiring landscapes of 
such a place as this, nothing could be sweeter 
than to meet with our feeUngs pourtrayed in the 
divine language ^ of Old or Modem Bard^ in hall 
or bower/ 

^^ Still," I observed, returning to my old wishes 
to convert him to our opinions if possible, " still, 
there must be different tastes and objects, and 
therefore different species of exertion and con- 
duct :" — and I broke out with that fine swelling 
passage of Akenside, 

** Different minds 
Incline to different objects ; one pursues 
The TOst alone, the wonderful, the wild { 



Another sigiis for harmony and grace. 

And gentlest beauty. Hence, when lightning fires 

The arch of Heav'n, and thunders rock the ground ; 

When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air, 

And Ocean groaning from his lowest bed 

Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky. 

Amid the mighty uproar, while below 

The nations tremble — Shakespeare looks abroad 

From some high cliff superior, and er^oya 

The elemental war ; while Waller longs 

All on the margin of some flowery stream 

To lay his careless limbs amid the cool 

Of plain tain shades.'** 

Our friend seemed struck^ not only with the 
force of the passage^ but the energy with which 
I recited it^ and smilingly said^ ^^ Thou almost 
persuadest me to return to the High Cliffy and 
enjoy the elemental war. But it is for you to be 
Shakespeare. After I haye had so much of 
the uproar, I should wish^ if you please, to be 
Waller ; for though it may seem a little ludicrous 
i^t my time of life, I can stiU lie by a flowing 
river, and be happy. 

* Stratus nunc ad aquae lene caput sacrse.' 

How romantic did not that line make me 
when first I construed it as a boy ! and how little 
have I forgot it, even now !'^ 



. * Pleasures of Imagination, iii. 550. I si sic omnia I — ^for it 
is worthy of Shakespeare himselft 



64 ATTICU8. 

^^ I am afraid/^ said I, affecting to scold^ ^after 
all your former exertions, and all the country still 
hopes from you, you are, in reality, a mere self- 
indulgent, idle Epicurean/^ 

^ And why not,'' replied he, ^^ as far as Ejh- 
curus's notion of happiness is concerned ? I can 
have no quarrel with him there/' 

" What ! Pleasure the summum bonum ? '* 

^^ There is ambiguity in that word," said Atti- 
cus. " If by pleasure you mean mere sensuality, 
as is generally supposed, and enjoyed even at the 
expense of guilt, you are wrong. For take his 
definition of happiness in the abstract, and no* 
thing can be more innocent, or less warrant tbe 
conclusion that has been drawn from it.*' 

" Your definition," said I. 

*^ Ease of body, and content of mind. This, 
said he, it is to be happy; and I agree to 
it, whether in a Stoic, a Christian, or an Epi- 
curean. So far the philosophers, to which I 
accede; only adding that it is in the different 
modes which men allow or forbid themselves to 
pursue, for the accomplishment of this end, that 
the difference in their philosophy consists. The 
Stoic says, pain does not interrupt pleasure. 
The Christian makes Heaven a sine qtca non. The 
Epicurean abhors pain, and makes no account 
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of Heaven. Yet the difference does not break 
in upon the definition. 

^^ I certainly am no Stoic; and I trust I am a 
Christian ; yet whether one or the other, if I have 
ease of body and content of mind I am lu^ypy. 
The pleasure therefore consequent to ikoM is hap* 
piness; and well-regulated pleasure, and happi- 
ness, are the same tilings/^ 

" And do you agree with Epicurus,'^ said I, 
in all the rest of his doctrines ? '^ 

'^ Certainly not ; no more than I do with Aris- 
tippus in the licence he gives in the porsait of 
pleasure; or with Epicurus himself in his total 
negation of God and Providence.^* 

^^ Granting all this,*' said I, *^ let us come to 
the modes of acquiring this pleasure. Should 
there not be activity, exertion, object, and there- 
fore struggle? Should we not grow rusty, and 
even benumbed, by merely vegetating in the silent 
cavA of retirement? '* 

** Certainly we might,*' he replied, ^^ if we 
knew not how to manage oiLrselves; and hence 
the disappointments and miseries of a Tremaine. 
If you ar^ are happier, therefore, in the strifes, or 
even the pomps and vanities, of the world — ^if 
such are your wishes, and your nature — ^you have 
a rig^t to try what they will do for you. But 
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haye a care that your pleasure does not-torn tcf 
poison, as sweet things often do. 

" Thank Heaven, however, there are different 
sorts of wishes, and even changes in natures, as 
events ordain, and years roll on. It is for you td 
ride on the whirlwind if you please ; for me, now, 
to rest motionless in this chair, at this window,' 
enjoying the prospect, content willi calm, and the 
absence of all hankering after other things—^ 
short with the charms of bewitching rfeverie/^ 

" What these charms are, I wbh I knew,^* said 

I, (I fear rather pettishly) ; ^* for I could never 

understand the pleasure which, according to you^ 

consists in merely opening or shutting one's eyes." 

** That depends,'* he replied, '^upon what you 
see with them.'* 

^^ Whether shut or open, can you describe 
^em ? '* said I. 

*^ A Frenchman,*' he replied, ^^ but then a sen- 
timental one, and a poet, shall .do it for me. I 
mean the lover of gardens, whom we yesterday 
quoted so much : — 

* N'avez vous souvent, aux lieux infrequent^s, 
Rencontr^ tout k coup ces aspects enchants, 
Qui suspendent yds pas, dent rimage ch^rie 
Vous jette en une douce et longue reverie ? » '» * 



(S 



Beautiful,** I exelaime45 recovering my good 
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bamaur^ ^f but I wax afindd too quiet to hat, or be 
often repeated ; espedaUy if» meanwhile, the trum-^ 
pet of the world sound a chaige."^ 

^^.That/^ said he, ^^ depends upon the humouary 
east of mind, and power of thought of the rfiveur/^ 

^^ Yet I have often/* I obsenred, " watched this 
automaton of a rSveur, both male and female, and 
never could discover what particular htimour they 
were in, except of sleepiness; their eyes like) 
Hamlefs, seeming fixed upon vacancy :-*-the Ikst 
thing I should choose for mine/* 

Atticus smiled at this dishonouring description 
of what he had said was almost his JEivouritd 
pleasure. *' You will please to recollect,*^ an- 
swered he, ^^that 9»y reverie, at least, is thougAt/ul- 
ness ; and, to you, I need not say that thouglmftd- 
ness is not sleepiness. The mind may be actlVe, 
though the body may not move.*^ 

" Agreed," said I, " but the very word is de- 
rived from a dream; and to dream I suppose 
impUes that we are asleep.^* 

'' Have you never, then, heard of waking 
dreams ? Chateaux en Espagne ? Or, if really 
sleeping dreams, how sweet may they not some- 
times be ! and how often have we not been hap- 
pier in those delightful delusions, than in home- 
spun realities ; so that, like Caliban, on waking 
we have cried to sleep again.*' 
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'^ You then/' I replied^ ^ require imagination^ 
with all its attendant flights^ its visions^ and en^ 
thusiasm, such as made Luther think the Devil 
came to him in his cell. We have no such things 
at the Treasury, whatever there may be on the 
banks of the Digentia. At any rate you are a 
fiiTOured dreamer, and think only of angels; 
others are not so fortunate, and dream only q£ 
devils." 

*^ That again/^ said he, " depends upon the 
character and circumstances of the dreamer. My 
reverie being, as I said, always hi^py, must be 
innocent, and thus implies a well-regulated mind, 
or at least a conscience undisturbed by the devil." 

^^ Good," said I, *^ but should you not add the 
imagination of a poet ? " 

^^ No objection, and indeed all the better for it. 
Even I, who am no ,poet, and, when in business, 
am most matter-of-fact, have sometimes, in that 
very chair, thought of Queen Mab, and all the fro- 
licks of Puck ; which have danced before my eyes, 
especially in the dusk, till I was almost ready to 
exclaim, hke Horace, when he thought he heaard 
Calliope, 

* Auditis ? an me ludit amabilis insania?* " * 



• Do youh^ar her? or does the sweet illusion play with my 
senses ? — Hor. Lib. 3, Od. 4, 
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** Admirable ! '* said I ; ^* who woidd ever hav6 
supposed you had been a Secretary? and how 

simple in Lord to send me to bring you back 

to matter of fact ? But you ought to consider that 
all have not this imagination of yours/^ 

** Nor is it necessary," said he 5 ^^ for I confine 
not this charming because most innocent, as well 
as most vivid pleasure, to the favoured of the 
Muses. It is not necessary that all rSveurs 
should be again like Horace, 

' Audire, et videor pios 
Errare per lucos, amoens 
Quos et aqiue sabennt et aune.* 

Nor, like Gray in his evening walks, see Parnassus 
in every hill, and Aganippe in every fountain. 

* Et pedes quo me rapiimty in omni 
Colle Pamassum videor videre, 
Fertilem sylvam, gelidamque in omni 
Fonte Aganippen.* 

It is the calm produced by this mere transit^ 
(even the indolent transit) of thought through the 
brain, (provided aU is at peace both witihin and 
williout), that constitutes the happiness I am 
describing. . But why attempt to desmbe what 
has already been done so beautifully ? for surely 
nothing can more exactly depict the reverie, than 
)the well-known stanzas^ where the poet is the 
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very personification of my dreamer. He stretokes 
his listless length at noon tide, at the foot of a 
nodding beech, and pares (perhaps without much 
eonsciousness) on the brook that babbles by. He 
mutters wayward fancies ; and though I do .not 
like that our RSyeiLr should look ^ drooping^ woe- 
ful, wan,' or be ^ crazed with care,' I have no ob« 
jection to his being a littie in love. 
, " The picture,^' said I, rather amused, ^' is cer^* 
tainly exact, and all may understand it^ whe^car 
poets or not." 

^^ And all may enjoy it,'* said Atticus, *^ whether 
they understand it or not. . Locke calls it mere irre- 
ffular musing ; and Addison seems to think that 
a fool may possess it as well as a wise man. I 
allots this is not much to the credit of my pet 
pleasure ; but you will observe, it is the tranquU- 
lity occasioned by the indulgence of it that I am 
upholding." 

" All very good,^^ replied I, " if to be found ; 
but give me leave to ask if you ever really knew 
a rea/ instance of such enthusiastic happiness • as 
you have been describing.^' ^' '> 

- '^ I have,'*, answered Atticus, ^^ and would he 
were still alive to answer for himself P' 

^^Didlknowhim?'' 

- *^ No ! he died too young. He was my d^o^ 
and eafUest friend, and so fond of > indidgiEig 
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this pleasure, or, as perhaps you caU it, this 
fool's paradise, that he was thought by some to 
be dullest when his mind was most alive. Of 
an evening he would sit long and late at his 
window, seemingly unemployed, or only employed 
in watching the twilight after the sun had ceased 
to streak the west. The mere tops of trees 
appeared to afford room for interminable observa- 
tion, and he would shape out every twig and every 
leaf, as set off in minute and beautiful relief by the 
liglit behind. These were perpetually changing 
their forms and colours, with the sinking day, 
wliich charmed his painter's eye, till all n-as lost 
in indistinguishable darkness. During the whole 
time some thought or another was revolved ; 
though exactly what, he owned he could not tell. 
Yet so sweet was it, that could he have bought 
it for money, no price would have been too dear 
for it.'' 

" Your picture,'' said I, " is really charming, 
liiougli I am not one of the favoured few who 
understand and enjoy it. What I thought dull- 
rress, is with you tranquillity ; and though. Heaven 
i^ows ! there is dulhiess enough, there is little 
tranquillity, in the House of Commons." 

" Here then," he answered, " you allow retire- 
ment to havethe advantage. But I mean not by 
dua to confine it to the country ; for though my 
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reverie requires solitude, (as it is killed by inter* 
ruption) solitude may be enjoyed, if we plie^tse 
to command it, in town, as well as on 'sands' 
and shores, and desert wildernesses/ '* 

^^ You think then a farmer or a shopkeeper may 
enjoy this reverie of yours, as well as a man of 
imagination, or a philosopher/' 

'^ Not so welL" he replied, ^ because a man of 
imagination, though shut up within four wallsf^ 
may conjure up to his pleased faticy ten thousand 
images, which he probably never saw before ; of 
he may in one moment contemplate the whole 
world, and take possession of it too, without ever 
stirring from his seat. 

" Such was Raleigh, drawn in that beautiful 
Kenilworth, as a contrast to Blunt. The first 
saw the whole Indies between him and the wall 
which he looked upon ; the last, nothing but the 
wall. But this is not necessary to the pleasure I 
am talking of; — ^which, after all, is, I believe, more 
mechanical than spiritual, though certainly intet* 
lectual/' 

** Pray come to illustrations and examples/ 
said I, " for I am curious to apply your theory* 
It may one day serve me in good stead, when the 
king shall have /no longer occasion for my ser« 
vices.* '' 

'^ Tou will, I fear, laugh at me still more^*' 
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Teplied Atticus^ '^ should I come to minute par- 
ticulars; for Aej are ^nerally too nmplei and 
some of them too solemn for a politician or 
man of the world to comprehend^ much more to 
appreciate/' 

^ Come to them^ however, by all means ; for I 
am impatient to b^in. I tmat the ingredients 
are not of a melancholy oast." 

** Judge for yourself. 

^^ In the first place there must be entire soli- 
tude. Not even a servant on the most trivial 
domestic business must enter your temple of 
silence : — ^for though r^erie is any thing but 
spleen^ it resembles it in thif 



'' Throw but a stone, the giant dies.*' 

Obey, therefore, the sacred and most useful of aU 
commands, ^commune with thine mvn heart in 
thy chamber, and be stUL' No one ever did this 
without benefit, whether self approbation or dis- 
approbation were the result. 

** In the next place, there must be no agitating 
pasedon, no guilt of heart or seH-reproach, no 
remorse of conscience, no envy, hatred, or malice ; 
but all must be harmony, peace, aiid composure, 
towards yourself and all God's creatures.^' 

^. You surely," said 1, *^ require too much of your 
disciples, rich as may be the reii^'ard. But go jon.'' 

VOL. I. B 
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" There must also/' continued he, ^ be another 
sine qua non^ quite as important as the rest:-r- 
health, or at least, freedom from pain/' 

^^ Why I suppose," said I, smiling, " that a fit 
of the gout would be fatal to our RSveur." 

" Undoubtedly," he answered; " there must 
even be that perfect feeling of ease in the body, 
that merely to sit and breathe, whether the mind 
is at work or not, is in itself happiness ^enough. 
This is the happiness of 

— ' the poor Indian, whote untutored mind 
Sees God in clouds* 

' To BE, contents his natural desire : 
He asks no AngePs wing, no Seraph's fire.* 

This too, as the wise Paley has remarked, is a 
happiness independent of any particular (mtward 
gratification, and of which we can give no account. 
It probably, therefore, he says, constitutes in a 
great measure the happiness of infants and bruti^^ 
and especially of the lower order of sedentary 
animals, as of oysters, periwinkles, and the like ; 
for which, adds the doctor quaintly, I have some- 
times been at a loss to find out amusement.'* 

*' Your most obedient," I answered ; " I did npt 
know that I must reduce myself to an oyster or 
periwinkle, to be qualified for a reverie," 

** It is but one, you know, of many ingredients ; 
but perhaps, after all, as efficacious as any. For, 



with this feeling n( freedom from corporal suffer- 
ing, and the mind -at rest, we reahze at once the 
definittun of Epicuras; and then the most abso- 
lute trifles may give the composure ; whicli, me- 
clianical as it may seem to men of excited feelings, 
is, be it observed, the happiness we are dis- 
cussing." 

" Mechanical happiness!" exclaimed I. " Is 
this, after all, your philosophy? and have you 
retired from the world to discover that we are 
mere machines?" 

" Far from it," he rqoined ; " but in one sense 
we are perhaps nearer to the thing, and better for 
being so than probably you imagine." 

" I am eager to know how," said I, 

" Til order that you should do so," replied he, " I 
cannot do better than refer you to the same shrewd 
head I have just quoted, for the happiness of peri- 
winkles. Heaays, that if any positive signification, 
distinct from what we mean by pleasure^ can be af- 
fixed to the term happiness, he should take it to 
dtfnote a certain state ofthenervoaa system, in that 
part of the human frame in which we feel joy and 
grief, passion and affection. Wherever this maybe, 
he adds — whether in the heart, as most imagine, or 

1 diaphragm, or the orifice of the stomach, or 
re, — pain in those i»arts,however produced, 
E 2 
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will derange the nervous system, vid occasm 
unhappiness.'^ ^^ Contra, « swx^ession of pleas^u^ 
able sensations (of course also^A^ever produced^ 
will restore us to that harmonious condition which 
gives to the mind its sense of complacency and 
satisfaction. This state is happiness; and it 
is so far distinct from mere pleasure, that it 
xloes not refer to any particular objiect of enjoy- 
ment/'* 

^^ You mean then/' said I, ^^ that if the nerves 
are at rest, no matter how they become so, a man 
is happy." 

^^ I do ; and so far I prove what I said, that 
happiness in this light may be held to be xneehar 
nical. What are the good spirits we so much 
admire and envy in children ? what the careless- 
ness of danger of many, though they live in. a 
powder mill ? what the whistling ploughman, 
.^vrilsistling for want of thought ?' but, best of all, 
the song of the servant at his work ? what are all 
^ese but this complacent state of the nerves-r-in 
other words, this mechanical happiness ? " 

'* What then," I asked, '^becomes of mind ? of 
virtuous struggles, and heroic, exertions ? ^^re 
these to go for nothing ? '^ 
j p ■ — » 

* Mor. Phil, ff . 8S. The sabstance onljr, not the exact ^QF<^> 

is here giyen. 
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" God forbid ! but they are all intended for, 
and embarked in, the production of that final atste 
which I have characterized as happiness. 

" Even King Pyrrhus thought this, when in 
answer to his minister, who had asked him what 
was to be the end of all his campaigns, he said, 
they would sit down and make merry. And why 
not now, said Cineus ? A question, which if that 
was really the end of Pyrrhus's exertions, was not 
easily answered." 

" Might not Pyrrhus, however," I replied, 
" have aaid, that we were all bom for exertion, and 
had no right to reward till after the toil. ' Re- 
freshment after toil, ease after pain ? ' " 

" That is true," said Atticus ; " but it is not the 
real question, — which is merely whether, if a man 
MM be happy by being quiet, he has n.ta right to 
be so. To be sure, if all were thus, we should have 
few histories ; which would rather be like the eiti- 
zen's journal in the Spectator, where the mending 
the tongue of a buckle was an event. But if the 
citizen was happy, what could Pyrrhus have been 
more ? In short, the pursuit of happiness, though 
stirring, is not the thing itselfl We follow it 
through struggle, through care, excitement, pain, 
and all the energies ' that make ambition virtue ;' 
and while we do this we may be kindled, and per- 
uaps gratified for the time ; but we may alao be 
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\ disappointed, mortified, humbled ;- perhaps hated, 
and finally crushed. This may interest us too, 
and prevent us from going to sleep ; but it is not 
happiness." 

" And yet," said I, ^^ I thought the pursuit was 
every thing, possession nothing. 

< Man never is, but always to be bless'd.' 

Recollect La Rochefoucault ; ^La Moderation est 
le langueur et la paresse de I'ame, comme I'ambi- 
tion en est Factivit^ et Tardeur.' '^ 

^ I admit the last," said Atticus, ^^ but not the 
first. For paresse and langueur y I would read U, 
tranquillite. But if I mistake not, the same Roche- 
faucault has this maxim also : — ^ Les Ambitieux se 
trompent, quand ils se proposent des fins a leur 
ambition. Ces fins deviennent les moyens quand 
ils sont arriv^s.^ But for what purpose at last is 
this activity and ardour ? Why, to obtain the very 
tranquillity, composure, and quiet nerves — ^in short 
the happiness — of my machine, purchased or hot 
by all those struggles, contests, and exhibitions of 
virtue and vice, which so elevate or disgust us ih 
the history of man. If then this state can be 
acquired, or is born with us, without any exertion, 
he who has it has happiness/^ 

Quid erat demonstrandam. 
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What think you, my Lord, of this ? or what 
cl)^nce have I of operating upon the supposed 
views and wishes of one so independent of the 
world. For curiosity's sake, however, I returned 
to our subject, and asked for more elucidation of 
the Reverie. 

'^ I have told you,'' said he, ^^ it may assume all 
shapes ; it is as various as nature herself, and the 
most perfect Proteus that can be fancied. Like 
the cameleon, it changes hue a thousand times an 
hour. It is different in different men^ and often in 
the same man. There is no holding it, or if we 
do, its nature is changed, and it is gone/' 

*^ Yet I should wish to learn what it is that 
chiefly so delights you in these dreams.^' 

Trifles often. " Trifles light as air;" Coimting / 
the clouds, as Cicero, when he had nothing 
eke to intc^rest him, counted the waves. En- 
joying mere sights, sounds, and scents, pro- 
vided they are agreeable. Watching the moonlight, 
if in the night, or the lark, if in the morning. 
£lven tracing a tiirk's head in the fire, if winter ; 
or the outline of a landscape, if summer. You will 
scarcely believe how this alone can occupy the 
mute observing eye, — which, though fixed, is any 
thing but lack lustre. 

^* You think that in these moments we dreamers 

£ 5 
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ga&e upon vacancy, becaine we look upon wliat is 
common. True! aleaf booonaqpn; bfat80]»dK 
iky, and the sky leads us to Hea;ven. 

^^ Will you Isngii wkcn I tdl yoa I have often, 
like the friend I mentioned, dwelt for half an hoar 
together of an evening, upon mere foliage. I huve 
often done thia, and felt every moment piecioiiia for 
the tranquillity it bestowed. Butif thebatdement 
of a castle or old monastery, or the spire ofavillage 
ciiorch, arrest the eye, and in the midst of this^a 
bell toll the hour, or to prayers, the feficily is 
perfect. But dl this is in the mind ; nor can. we 
leave out that which gives the peculiar xeat anl 
cnywning value to all — ^gratitude and admiralion 
to the beneficent and powerful Being who made IB 
us this happy disposition to be pleased with sim- 
|de enjoyments.'* 

One would suppose that Atticus spoke with 
pmcioace; for at the moment, a most monastie 
.elpcik ia' one of the turrets struck, and i^pi 
edioed along the little vale that undulated beneath 
us. We listened in silence till it had fini8he4» 
when our friend went on. 

^^ Sounds are great promoters of reverie., ^^j^ 
sheep bell on the hills, the waterfall in the valtey^ 
tiie distant watchdog, the cawing of the rook^rj^ 
Associations are more powerful still. The cMi 



we heard just now, and that neighbouring spire 
we see from this window bosomed in wood, 
bring all Oxford before my eyes — Oxford, and 
those dear days of study and promise, which 
give to my youth its peculiar charm. Then was 
the golden time ; then the unfolding of know- 
ledge ; then the foundation of friendships, so 
sweet to the young heart ; and then, sweeter still, 
the seeds of Romance, and of classical taste, which 
last our lives. How often at Oxford have I 
floated down the Isis, in the middle of the stream, 
and in the stillness of the evening, thinking of 
the mysterious labyrinth and mouldering arches of 
Godstow, which I had left, but Was still absorbed 
by Rosamond ! How have I enjoyed, mthout 
knowing why, the mere rhythm of the oars, 
while the dream went on, till the towers of 
Christ Church beckoned me home, and Tom, the 
mightiest of curfews, told me I was tardy, I have 
still, after the lapse of half a century, that pon- 
derous sound in my charmed ears ; — for charmed 
tJiey were, and charmed they still are, even in 
recollection. 

*' Tliese were mental pleasures. But at Oxford 
was also the revelry of the spirits; the heart 
buoyant with vigour, unrepressed by care, and 
gilding every scene with mirth. And shall we not 
tli&nk reverie for thus, in old age, renovating 
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our youth ? True, time may have blufited iBany 
memoriei^; thank God ! not mine. But if. in this 
sort of enchantment^ half sleeping, half waking, 
I see all those images again, and feel their im- 
pulses almost as fresh as ever, who shall say I 
ought to break the spell because this is phantasy, 
or return to the world because that is reality ?^ 

Here he paused, and I was too much struck 
with the feeling and warmth with which he spoke,- 
to interrupt him. 

After a brief turn or two, he renewed the sub- 
ject. 

** But of all the causes of a reverie," continued 
he — " that is, of ideas floating at large through tiie 
mind — ^what are we not to say, if the scene of it 
is, — as it often, nay generally, is with me, — ^in a 
library. I said yesterday, after Shakespeare, ^a 
Dukedom large enough:' and Shakespeare is never 
wrong. I question much if the Dukedoms to 
which you alluded, were, or are, able to give to 
those who obtained them a tithe of the varied 
gratifications which the mere sight of a well 
chosen collection of books affords. The whole- 

4 

range of what concerns man is before you. The 
memory leaps at once from subject to subject, as 
humour prompts, or taste suggests. Science, 
philosophy, history, mankind ; sweet poetry, and 
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sweeter truth ; piety, and religious reverence; all 
these rush upon the heart as if by magic. The 
sages of antiquity, its heroes, its virtues, and its 
crimes, challenge the most delightful medita- 
tion, and we gaze till fancy has her fill. Then 
the contrast with modem times, and modem dis- 
coveries. In short the history of ever-varying 
man, through all the vicissitudes of the thousands' 
of years that have past, by one stroke of imagi- 
nation fills the pleased spirit with all that can bei 
deemed interesting to the soul. Yet all this 
arises in a few minutes of time, and within a very 
few yards of space. In fine, a library is like a 
select conversazione, to which none but ser- 
viceable, agreeable, and well-bred people are ad-» 
mitted, and from which everything vulgar or 
wanting in education is excluded. It is the salon of 
Mrs. Montague, Mademoiselle de TEspinasse, and 
Horace Walpole ; the gai'den of Academus, and 
the bower of Twickenham ; with this difference in 
its favour, that your company is confined to no 
age or country, but is chosen from the very best 
of all that live, or have lived. Hence, to men of 
vivid imaginations, the mere perusal of the backs 
of books, containing their titles, has, by the help 
of BAfiociation, proved a source of active pleasure 
by the promises held out. Hence too, a beauti- 
ful passage in my master Addison (would that the 
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iAobur were it «U like hinv even Jpiyi lnlMiell»> 
that applies 'most exactly to raj puipose^ • - 

'A man of a polite imaginatioii is let inters, 
great many plea8nre% that tibe Tolgar aie^ nut 
capable of receiving. He can converse with -a 
picture^ and find an agreeable eompaniam in a 
statue. He meets with a secret refreshmttt in 
a description^ and often feels agreater satie&ction 
in the prospect of fields and meadows^ than an- 
other does in the possession. It gives him, in- 
deed^ a kind of property in everything he sen^ 
and. makes the most rude^ uncultivated parts of 
nature^ administer to his pleasures; so tiiat he 
looks upon the world, as it were, in ancither lights 
and discovers in it a multitude of charms Aal 
conceal themselves from the generality of maiiL-* 
kind.' 

^' Shall we ever therefore again say that arft- 
verie, if of this description, is drowsiness, or tiie 
r^eur a dreamer ?" 

^' I cry you mercy,*' exclaimed I, ** and humUe 
myself before you, as Caliban did before Prospero. 
Never will I offend again, against the majesty; of 
soUtude, or the magic of r^erie.^' 

^^ If you do/* replied he, ^^ I will cure yon at 
once, by making you take a walkin an apartment 
you have not yet seen. I mean a gallery (the 
only considerable expense I have incurred siisce 
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my retreat), and which I liave Elled with all the 
gbthic lore I could find, tfenealogies, armour, 
and the portraits of many of the departed great, — 
great in arts or arms — deliverers, or enslavers of 
tlieir country ; statesmen, philosophers, and poets, 
who have enlarged her power by their knowledge, 
or her reputation by their genius." 

" An interesting and never failing resource," 
flud I, " and I long to visit them." 

" It is one of my best lions," he answered, 
" and I mistake if even you do not feel something 
like elation at the sight, and repent you of all the 
affi-onts you have offered to my reverie," 

We proceeded to this interesting gallery, which 
was built in the form of a wing to the hau«e. It 
wa« not so large, or so rich, as that which occupied 
Walpole so long at Strawberry-hill ; neitlier was 
there the florid fretwork, nor the gilding, so incon- 
gruous with the lath and plaister, which lowers 
the consequence of that otherwise tasteful seat. 

There was, however, a substantial oak wainscot, 
the panels of which breathed of Elizahetli, and 
were rendered still more striking by the portraits. 
the tapestry, and the armour of that and the 
times immediately preceding, or succeeding. Her- 
self and her rival Mary, Essex, Leicester, Raldgh, 
and the Howards, Philip II. and many of the 
chivalry of France, as well as Elngland, seemed 
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starting from their canvas^ and made me fancy 
myself in the courts of the Tudors^ the Stewarts, 
and the early Bourbons. On the portrait of Eliza-' 
beth, in panel, was the well-known and quaint 
epitaph on her, preserved by Camden, in all the 
&lse wit of the times. 

• 

** The Queen was brought by water to WhitehaU, 
At every stroke the oars tears let fall ; 
More cluog about the barge ; fish under water. 
Wept out their eyes of pearl, and swam blind arter. 
One would have said the men with easier thighs, 
Had row'd her hither in her people's eyes ; 
For howsoever my thoughts have ever scann*d, 
She'd come by water had she come by land.'* 

« 

I was both interested and amused with this, 
and everything else ; for whichever way you turned, 
helm, hauberk and twisted mail, spear and 
rapier, frowned upon you as you moved a|ong. 
Some of these had been actually dug up in the 
battle-fields of the time; Flodden, Pinkney, Eidge- 
hill; and of an earlier age, one sword from St. 
Albans bore witness to York and Lancaster, by the 
inscription on its blade, " God defend the r^ht.** 
Everything seemed hallowed, and we fell natu- 
rally into musing and silence, which lasted some 
time. 

At length I observed, that in such a place we 
read history without book, and that, though in so* 
litude, I felt as if in the world. 
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'* And with this difference/' said Atticus, ^' that 
we get the knowledge of it without the trouble. 
But. though living men may be wanting, there is 
no solitude here/* 

*^ Here then," I remarked, ^^ is your sanctumj 
the holy of.hoUes of your reverie; which I sup- 
pose you visit with all proper reverence for the 
dead, and aU proper indifference to the liviAg." 

He smiled, but could not help saying, that he 
wondered. how it came into the heads of those 
who sent me, to suppose him so light and insin- 
cere in his resolutions, as to think he could return 
at a beckon. 

^^ We trusted much," I answered, ^^ to your 
supposed want of occupation, which has often 
converted very active persons from similar resolu- 
tions. . Even hiere,^' I added, *^ forgive me if I ask 
whether you are particularly constant in your 
devoirs ? Does not even the romance of the 
j^lace wear out, and are you not sometimes many 
days without visiting your gallery ?". 

" Not a day," he replied ; " nor will you perhap$ 
wonder. Here, for instance, is the standard of 
Scotland, taken in battle, and brought here by 
one of my predecessors in this estate. Here 
the armour of the virtuous and heroic Sully! 
Do yOu think when I look at them, that the 
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whole romance of Sootdflh laMboiry, and tli»' 
pictures of Henri Qnatre in D«?id| StUf, and 
De Thou, do not immediatdy rise to my vie^. 
They take possession of my very souL Aye, 
though ahnost exhausted yestoday^ they are fresh 
to-day^ and again to-morrow; in short, non dedeg^ 
sed eeniies repetita pbtcebU" * 

Observing a number of pennons whidin^im^ 
waving among hehnets, and back and breast pieces, 
and inquiring what they were, he told me ihef 
were the banners of all the former possesm>rs of 
the place (many of them ancestors), who had 
been sheriffs of the county from the Conquei^ 
upwards. 

*^ Here again,'* he went on, ^^ is that beautifdl 
but wicked Countess, the most beautiful and 
wicked of her time, in whom beauty and infltmy 
seem joined, in order to prove how little intrinsi- 
cally is the value of personal charms in producing 
happiness. Look, and admire both her and the otr 
tist, and think how little Janson could have iikia- 
gbed he was painting a munieress, when paint- 
ing her. Think, too, of the miserable end of both 
her and Somerset; for, in both, life seemed pro- 
longed only to enhance the punishment of their 
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* Not ten, bat a bimdced time» repeated it wffl p!eade. 
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crimes.* Is not this a true and inexhaastible 
specimen of what history has been called — * philo- 
sophy teachingbyexample?' What, therefore, can 
it not do for a thinking man, though in solitude f " 

" I now see," said I, " why almost all yotir 
pictures are historical, and why portriuts, though 
some may have little merit as paintings, may yet 
excite the deepest interest as records. Here, for 
example, are two great men whose respective lives 
and characters, tliough so totally different, I 
could revolve by the hour." 

" And you would do well," replied Atticus, " if 
you did. I know no two portraits which, in con- 
templating their lots and characters, prompt more 
philosophical reflection than those of King Wil- 
liam and Dryden. They were placed here by my 
father, who though a pubhc man and absorbed in 
business, ever found time to court the Muses. 
Hence these two heads, chiefs of their respective 
classes which delighted him, became never-failing 
snbjects of his contemplation and comment. I 
shall never forget the impression which one of 
hia dissertations upon them made on me when 
qnite a lad." 

** I wish you would remember it now ?" said I. 

* After living aeveral jeors together in the eune hooBc, loslb- 
jag one another, ibe died of a lingering and most loathsome 
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5 ;, " He was shewing this gallery," continued 
Atticus, ^^ to an enlightened friend, as I may now 
be doing to you. The pictures, as was natural, 
prompted many remarks; they were both fa- 
vorites with my father's friend, as well as himself. 
The interest about them seemed pretty equal, or 
if there was any difference, it was in favour of 
Dryden. Yet one was a king and a hero, the other 
a poet and almost a beggar ; both, however, from 
their works, equally immortal, if indeed, added 
my father, Dryden was not the superior in esti* 
mation. — How is this ? — Why, sooth to i$ay, 
because the grave levels all distinction in th^ 
lot of living beings; and after the grave, the 
intrinsic man is alone considered by posterity* 
William was certainly great, and a benefactor to 
this country. Dryden was so too ; each in dif- 
ferent ways. The benefactions of WiUiam were felt 
more when aUve, and chiefly among those who 
led in public life; — those of Dryden, among all 
classes, in the closet of the philosopher, of the. 
man of imagination, or of the observer of life- and 
manners. William triumphed among statesmen 
and heroes, but among them only. Dryden was 
cherished by all mankind, from the scholar of the 
cloister to the citizen of the world. Which then 
is the best to imitate, or whose lot the best to 
wish for ? ^* 
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IgnoT6, . It is only a fresh proof of the little 
real superiority of the great (great in worldly esti- 
mation) over the . little in the same estimation. 
Hence, Dryden is here at least upon a level with 
a king. But, from this, concluded my father, 
laughingly, do not let all the Tom Fools who tag 
a rhyme and think themselves poets, also think 
they are equal to Dryden, and on a level with 
King^ William." 

So far the narrative of Atticus; who added, 
that in speculating upon the apparent inequaUty 
in the lots of mankind, he liad often recurred to 
this little sermon of his father's ; which was sure, 
if there were any doubts or difficulties about them, 
to bring them all immediately to a level. 

" If so," said I, ^^ and these pictures read you 
such lessons, you have as much philosophy in- 
doors as you have without; and ambition, I see, 
is thrown away upon you." 

" Rather," he replied, ^^ I am thrown away 
upon it." 

But we were now at the end of the gallery of 
which we had been examining the interesting lore; 
and the horses we had ordered coming to the 
door, we mounted; — I, more than ever struck with 
all that I had seen and heard^ and hoped still to 
see and hear. For, as to my mission, — though 
success seemed farther off than ever, I would not 
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yet resohre to ^re it entirely tip^ but wiriied to 
probe our friend still deeper*^ 

What passed upon it alCerwards^ shadl be th« 
subject of another letter* 

Meantime, I hare the honour to be> 

&c. &c. &c. 



LETTER III. 



My dear Lord^ 

I left you I think yesterday, just as we had got 
on horseback. Our ride was pregnant with 
observation on my part. Ithiy through an open 
glade in the forest, which stretches in great variety 
from Atticus's mansion to his post town. It is 
to him full of interests; of which I had soon 
speaking proofs. It had been the scene of his 
infancy, his childhood, and his youth, and now of 
his retired age. Here it was that he was nursed, 
here his first school, here the scene of his college 
vacations. 

"You must not be surprised, said he, if our 
path should be devious. I only hope it will not 
annoy you.^^ 

He said this as we stopt at a very snug farm 
house, where dogs, an old horse, and even the 
pigs, seemed to know him. 

A man about his own age ran (for he did n^n) 
from the house to greet him^ and shewed pleasure 
in his countenance at doing 30. 
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^^ This is my foster-brother/' said Attieus ; " it 
is long since I have seeji him." 

" A whole week, your honour," observed the 
man, ^^ and Dame and I have thought it long 
too." 

This reciprocity of feeUng, as well as the glad- 
ness of both parties on their meeting, rathef. sur 
prised me, till Attieus informed me of what I 
either never knew, or had forgotten ; that when he 
was bom, it was by no means unusual for the 
child of a squire, if the mother was not strong 
enough, to be sent to be nursed by the wife of 
some neighbouriug tenant. This created a mu- 
tual regard between the families ever afterwards ; 
and protection on one side, and attachment on 
the other, seemed to be interwoven in the feelings 
of each. 

"How much better," said Attieus, "for the 
happiness of both, and indeed the aggregate hap- 
piness of all, than the present cold modes of exis- 
tence, I am afraid to ask ; — for it is fast wearing 
out, if not for ever gone. It is too certain that 
the heartlessness that belongs to the economists 
of this ill fated time, makes their philosophy as 
detestable, as it is absolutely false.*' 

"False,^^ I said; — smiUng "what would Adam 
Smith, or Malthus, or Miss Martineau " 

" Or a thousand others," interrupted he, " say 
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to my doubting what, according to them, is as 
clear as the sun, — the sun, when every bit of 
shade or shelter from its beam is cut down — ever}^ 
refreshing brook dried up, that cooled and miti- 
gated its intenseness— and all this destruction, in 
order to have a cheaper loaf/^ 

" But Miss Martineau,^^ said I, ^^ is at least a 
most able calculator/' 

^^ Hang her V^ cried he, with more spleen than 
ever I saw in him. ^^ I know nothing of her; but I 
heartily wish she had married her father's book- 
keeper, before she unsexed herself, as she has 
done .-—though I trust with little effect upon such 
oldfashioned people^ as good Dobson here, and 
myself." 

^'Some^at has vexed his honour, I see,^' ob- 
served Dobson 5 ^' he used not tp be so in former 
times— no, not even when the French beat us, and 
wheat were at sixty shillings. But I suppose you 
have been talking them politics together, that sets 
gentiemen so much by the ears. Ah ! the good 
time when I used to go up. to the hall, and feel 
proud that the same breast suckled both the squire 
ahd me, and was received all the kindlier for it, 
without being afeard of being taunted for want of 
sj^irit for doing it. But as for Lawyer Snake, who 
says this, I know he is a liar as well as a lawyer ; 
fcr he says that all the rich have got belongs to 
tbe poor, and that is the reason they hate them. 
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For my part, I don 't believe one nor t 'other; and 
as for hating the poor: *' 

*^True, my good fellow," said Attious, not per- 
ceiving where this wotdd end^ if Dobson were onoe 
set a going, ^^ whoever says that both you and I are 
not very honest fellows, and love one another as 
foster brothers should, is. as you say a liar. But as 
I want five minutes with you, and we have a good 
way to ride, we will go into your pretty garden, 
which I wish this gentleman to see. He is fond 
of these things, and will look at it while we have 
our talk." 

The farmer bowed, and we dismounted. They 
had their talk, and I surveyed that prettiest 
emblem of comfort and independence, the garden 
of an English yeoman. We then, after a hearty 
shake of the hand between Atticus and his foster-^ 
brother, proceeded on our ride. 

" Now this man," said Atticusi *^is one of the 
right sort. My interest about him is certainly 
not a common one, and our Hves have been made 
happier by the sort of connection between us. 
But this Snake has been these ten years endei^ 
vouring to put enmity between him and me. He 
tells him, that as to being a foster-brother, it is 
all a fudge of the rich, the better to enslave the 
poor ; and as to landlord and tenant, it is a mere 
calculation of buying and selling — ^that is, who shall 
buy cheapest, or sell dearest. Thus they are like 
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mere chandler-shop keepers and consumers; 
kindliness and protection^ and mutual regard are 
out of the question ; and as interest alone is con- 
cerned on lather sidey it matters not: who or what 
sort of persons are the parties ; strangers, .who 
don't care a farthing for one another^ being; qtdtQ 
as- good as old friends^ if not a great deal better^ 
as they will be more on the look-out to ^erve their 
mutual objects/^ 

" These Economists, however, ^' said Ij "are 
shrewd fellows, and mean ultimately the good of 
the whole." 

"And well they consult it!"repUed Atticus," 
by- destroying all ties of kindred, and all relations 
of charity; reducing every thing, heart,: §oul, and 
body, to pounds, shillings, and pence. It was but 
la9t week> that this man. Dobson came to me 
with'tears inhis eyes, to complain of his son, a 
sturdy fellow of two and twenty, who, he said, 
headed a party in the vestry to turn him out of his 
place of churchwarden ; — ^which the old man had 
administered- for thirty years,- and of which he wasf 
very proud. Now, as the young- rascal was my 
godson, he thought I might influence him into 
more consideration for his worn-out father. I 
sent for him therefore, and set before ,him how 
much a son, and he jn particular, owed to so good 
a fadier, and that even if fpr nothing else than to 
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leaTe his last days in peace, he ought n&m to 
aapport him in his office^ than conspire agiiiuit 
him. I fomid the gentleman however {Perfectly 
Spartan, or at least an Owenite. He had the 
impudence to tell me, that what I had said m^ht 
have done very well fifty years ago, but tiuit all 
was now reformed ; the reign of humbug over ; 
and the race of gentlemen would soon be e3ttin- 
guished ; — ^that there was nothing in nature tibat 
distinguished gentlemen from the poor they trod 
upon ; as they could only eat, drink, and Aoep^ 
and were subject to the same penalties as the 
lowest ; — ^that, as to fathers and sons, after infeaicy 
was- passed they were no more to one anodier 
than other men ; and as to any obligation ineaaed 
by him to his father, his father had ohly done his 
duty by him, or at best had done it for his own 
pleasure; — ^that the public good was now the only 
rule to go by, and his father having grdwn ojd, 
ought to yield to yoimger and abler bodies. 

^^ All this he offered to prove by various writings 
and speeches; and when, upon hearing some of 
thQ Authors named, I observed that most of them 
were corrupt scoimdrels/and associates in crime, 
and -some of them evai convicted of the grossest 
offences against honesty and monds, the fellow 
sneeringly said, that was nothing to the purpose, 
and he- had longbdieved that it was not at all 



necessary to be a good private character in order 
to ahine as a public one. To all this reaEioning 
I co\iM not but defer, and complimenting him 
upon the progress he had made in Mr. Snake's 
school, and generally upon his uncommon Amor 
Patriae, I told him our conference was at an 
end. 

" Two days afterwards he came again, to say 
that his father either would not live long, or from 
sge and in&rmity, could not go on with the farm, and 
he hoped wy honour would let him have it on the 
same terras ; that is, about half its value, if let by 
competition ; in which case, he said, he should be 
happy to oblige me by doing what he could for 
his father. I did not absolutely thrust the door 
in his face, but referring him to his own principles, 
that utility was every thing, favour nothing, I 
desired him to leave the house. He reddened, 
and twirling the lock of the door in his hand, as 
he went out, asked if that was to be the reward 
of his father's attachment to me. But, said he, I 
have been informed by lawyer Snake, that if you 
refused, as he feared you would, it would be a 
good ground for a petition to the House of Com- 
maos, or the Treasury, as a case of oppression. 

* And can you get any one to present it ? * said 
I, much amused. 

' Aye ! present it, and back it too," he replied, 
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^ or we shall have got little by the Reform 
Bill.'" 

^^ Admirable !^^ exclaimed I to Atticus^ '^and 
more pithy than all the arguments of all the rhe* 
toricians that have set themselves in array against 
corruption/^ 

^* You being one of them/' said Atticus. 

^' Aye ! but only to a certain point. Be as- 
sured^ all such cases as these must be stopt/' 

'^ It is too late/* replied Atticusy mournfully^ 
and he added, as he rode on^ that upon just now 
asking the old man, if what his son had told him 
about quitting the farm was true^ he foimd that 
the whole was a deliberate falsehood, cooked up 
between his virtuous reforming son, and. his mas- 
ter in politics. Philosopher Snake. 

In our rides through his beautiful country, he 

« 

pointed out many spots which he said he almost 
considered sacred, because associated with hours 
which were either particularly happy, or marked by 
some perceptible acquisition at the time, of prin- 
ciples, opinions, or tastes^ which coloured his life, 
and never afterwards left him. 

Into this feeling I could easily enter^ for. I 
have often myself livqd over again in recollections 
very interesting, though jiow less and less fre- 
quent, from the absorptions of the world. Atticus 
called these impressions epochs; and they cer- 
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tAihly with him had begun very early; some before 
he had left school^ but most in his college vaCa-^ 
tions. His fondness for rooks was acquired as n 
boy, from having been accustomed to get his Vir- 
gil lesson, imder the shade of an old rookery in 
the grounds of a neighbouring gentleman. It was 
here that, surroimded by the appropriate sights 
and sQunds, he got by^^ar^ as an exercise, those 
beautiful passages of the Georgics, which he never 
afterwards forgot, and still so often repeats. We 
passed in our ride the old gable-ended house in 
question, darkened by high and well-clipt yew 
trees, at the end of which this identical rookery 
ia still to be seen ; and though a recollection of 
above fifty years, the rook description burst from 
him, as if only just remembered t 

*' Tom lic[mda8 corvi presso ter guttere Toces, 
Ant quater, ingeminant : et ssepe cubilibus ahiBy 
Nescio qiia preter soUtnm dulcedine lasti, 
Inter se foliis strepitant ; jarat imbribus actis 
Progeniem parram, dnlcesque revisere nidos.''* 

This rookery, however, was not the onjy thing 
in our ride whose locaUty recalled recollection, or 
was considered sacred for the effects upon the 
mind of Atticus which it had produced. We had 
fallen upon his favourite topic, of moderation, and 
humble security from the storms of life, — ^when I 

♦ Georg. I*, 410. 
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ftiked'if he had always been indined to thlit p^ 
loflopfarjr, and whether in youth, as he had aH his 
life b^en so aetiye, he had not been mveh ahte to 
the grandeurs of high sitoatiom 

At this moment^ we wdne jmrsiting a sort of 
forest trade, which led to a little palii% indosn^ 
a low cottage, picturesque enough, but aoaiedy 
eren comfortable. In some places, indeed; it^ 
bent considerably out of the perpendicdlaK, and 
it sfeemed only to have Ibsted as Icmg as it had^ ii^ 
consequence of the old oak braces and puiiefaif 
on which its weather-beaten brickwork had reafeeib 
The tiles also were evidently kept togetber^by^aat 
tticient Tine, which gadded luxorianlily' til xMm 
^e roof, ' 

Tet Atticus eyed it with interest, and checkiii|^ 
his horse, observed, ^^ I never can pass thii cot- 
tage without stopping to indulge the remembrsnoe 
of the time when I first sa^ it. You asked when 
it was that I first became enamoured (as yon say 
I am) of my doctrine of Moderation, and humble 
seeurityif Ktiow then it was here, where I 
escaped, I believe, both drowning and burnkig^ 
for Ifelt in^ danger of both/* 

^ And at what time ?** 1 asked. 

" Why, in the very heyday of the blood 5 and 
the useful lessoh I got, has stood me in stead ever 
smee. ' 



9 1 know,'" said I, "that you c 



I find' 



la stones,' and get lessons from the commonest 
scene or event ; so pray give me the particulars." 

" You will be disappointed," he replied, " for 
there was neither incident nor interest for any 
one but myself. It was in riding through this 
wood, full fifty years ago, that I was overtaken hy 
the most terrible thunder-storm I had ever known 
or read of. Perhaps there may be something like it 
in Virgil, or in a West India hurricane, A water- 
spout seemed to have burst in the sky. Lightning, 
auch as I had never seen, rent the whole vault of 
Heaven, and thunder, snch as I never heard, was 
^ove, about, and underneath, for it seemed to 
bury itself in the vety ground. I was drenched 
through in a moment, and being afraid of taking 
refuge among the trees, pushed on my horse as 
fut as I could. But tliis was in vain ; fhe light- 
ning arrested him like the horses of Diomed ; he 
trembled, reared, and snorted with terror. And 
surely with reason, for the Heavens themselves 
seemed to open, and on a itudden, a fiash abso* 
lutely vertical, and a rattling explosion, more tre- 
mendous than any wehiidyet experienced, struck 
an immense oak from the top to the bottom, and 
rent it all to pieces. 

" 1 confess I was appalled as much as my horse, 
and absolutely looked sbout for assistance, which 
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I thought in such a place could only be by iomi- 
de. At that moment^ and not before, I saw this 
cottage, coYered with the splinters of the tree^ 
and heard a voice from a casement calling out, 
^ Sir, come in here/ Though the appearace of the 
house gave ine no great idea of protection^ still I 
was cheered by hearing a fellow-creature offer me 
assistance. I dismounted, leaving my horse to 
such shelter as the wood could afford, him, and 
shall not forget the joy with which I saw this 
identical low. door open, and receive me within itik 
protection ; a shelter as unexpected as it was irdr- 
come. You see what the houseis now; and it ^^^^ 
no better then; but under the circumstances^ I 
thought it a palace ; nor could any inhabitant of 
such have been more zealous in assisting me thaa 
the good-natured peasant that owned it* It re- 
minded me of Milton^s Shepherd: , 

* I take tiy word 
And trust thy honest offered eourtesy, 
Which oft is sooner found in lowly sheds, 
With smoky rafters, than in tapestried halls^ 
And courts of princes, where it first was namM, 
And yet is most pretended.* 

^^ After all, hospitality is natural to man. Amid 
the ten thousand pamperings that attend upon 
wealth, it is forgotten, because we have not need 
for it ; but it is only suspended, and the moment. 
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it is necessary, it revives. So I found it here. 
Mine host and his wife bestirred themselves to 
niake me comfortable, by enabling me to exchange 
my soaking clothes for a dry shirt and great coat. 
A log was placed on the fire^ which hastened 
the boiling of a savory mess of bacon, which, 
with beans, early for the season, soon smoked 
upon the board. This, and a good appetite, 
whetted by my late exertions, a clean trencher, 
as clean a cloth, and a hearty welcome, made 
all pressing unnecessary. In short, I fell to ; 
thought my fare equal to the best, and my 
hosts excellent company ; and the storm abating, 
my abandoned steed was caught and placed 
irk a neighbouring hovel/ I soon felt even 
comfortable, and found that the true value of 
things can only be known by contrast. I had 
probably past this cottage fifty times without look- 
ing at it ; certainly without knowing that it could 
afford protection, much less comfort ; yet I never, 
either before or since, felt, or more valued, both 
the one and the other; and often in the storms of 
life, I have looked back upon the shelter which this 
humble dwelling gave me, and, mean as it was, 
thought I could have been satisfied to be always 
sure of such an asylum.^' 

" Your romance,'* said I, ^^ s^ems to have be 
gun early .'^ . 

F 5 
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Say rather/^ reiwii«l K^ :^ Injr ^likwyl^ ; 
for the ideas generated l^jr this adVd&tw6|i£ » it 
oaa be called^ nerei^ abanddned xxie, I mm hMr. 
litde relief the highest sitoation.ocHiM ocNOiMaild 
when in real disti^ess^ and hoir supffior tbe 9Mt 
moderate lot might comparatiTelj be^ m vardiig 
off the adverse incidents of lifie." . ... 

^^ And pray/^ said I^ '^ did this^ksaon ako pom 
you yonr good-temper? for we always enviedyon 
the equanimity with which yon used to bear the 
violence^ the affected coiitempt, and arrogant hosx" 
tility, which you ministers so often ,enooanter 
from your opponents^ as a eonsdbtion for their 
being out of office/^ - 

'^ This power, if I have it/' he returned, " must 
be constitutional, rather than dearived from any 
lesson of the sort you mention. Nevertheless^ 
I have sometimes thought, with pleasure^ of Kot 
other little Scene, whicb accident threl¥ in nqr 
%ay, juiait as I had entered the Houi^of Commaii% 
and which made me t^ink temper in debate one 
of the very first qualifications for a member rof 
that stirring assembly." 

^ And I hope you will add^ for the Hoiuie ioi 
fiords too ? ^' cried I, with some jealoiisy. 

*^ They are a little more dignified,^' said he; 
*^ which gives them a sort of artificial good temr 
})er which the Commons perhaps think it beneath 
ihem to study;'* 
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^But yotir adveninte, alked I? 

^ I miscalled it," replied he," when I gave it that 
; but I have such virid pleasure in tracing 
Brty impressions, that things appear of conse- 
quence which are of Ro consequence at all. How- 
ever, it is only one other source of the pleasures of 
rSverie. The fact is, my preceptors on this oc- 
casion had neither station nor learning, but were 
of the merest bourgeosie of a country town, where. 
in one of my peregrinations, I had put up for the 
night. The evening was peculiarly mild ; and a 
mild evening is of itself luxii^ enough never td 
be forgotten. While supper, therefore, was pre- 
paring, I salUed out to view the marked outhne, 
(there was not light for more) of a broad battle- 
mented tower, forming Jiart of the church of the 
little town I had stopped in. In the church yard, 
which was walled round, I explored one or two 
gates, one of which opened into a firm, trim, and 
verdant bowling-green, emitting all the freshness 
which night in England always calls forth from 
the sweet herbage, after a warm day. It was 
bordered all round, or rather it was squared, with 
a screen of dark trees, under which were flowers 
whose bells and petals night had shut up; but 
the sweet-briar told he was there, though I could 
not see liini. 
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I was surprised to see a glimmering light, and 
hear voices^ rather murmuring than loud^ at the 
farther end. I made tpwards them^ and foimd an 
arbour, with a few lingering bowjers, whohad stayed 
long after their sport, round a tankard; with a lant- 
hom on the table to Ught them, or rather their pipes* 
They were civil, and shewed no surprise when I ac- 
costed them ; and they entered with me into the 
praise of bowling. They said it was a pleasant 
game ; a skilful game ; a manly game ; and finally, 
an old EngUsh game; but they added, that, like 
many other old EngUsh games, it was going out# 
One, who seemed a Hoyle at the laws of it^ 
shaking his head, and dashing the ashes out of 
his pipe, informed us that ^ forty or fifty years ago 
you could not travel into ne^er a market town in 
England, but there was a green, and good treat- 
ment. Now, there was only this and one at the 
Assize town, in the whole county.^ One of the 
company said there was an excellent one at Bed- 
ford. ^ Then that ^s the best thing I know of Bed- 
ford,^ cried the man of authority ; ^ I did not 
think them Roundhead fellows had such good 
taste.' — * For all that,' cried the other, ^ they are 
as good as you or me, Mr. TomUns, and better 
mayhap than either of us; and this I '11 maintain.'— 
He said this sharply, and as if nothing afraid; 
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in shorty prepared to combat, and looking defi- 
ance ; so that I expected some food for my obser- 
vation-hunting spirit. But I was disappointed^ 
for Mr. Tomlins, in a tone of self possession 
and suavity mixed^ which would have done 
honour to a man of far higher condition, replied^ 
^ Neighbour Wiggens, I allow I was wrong to 
start the subject, when I knew we should 
never agree. Were we to dispute till Dooms- 
day about Radical or not Radical Bedford, it 
would be a dispute about things and persons 
which neither of us at bottom care for; which 
sort of disputing never did good to no man^ and 
would endanger the harmony with which we have 
past this true English evening, at this true Eng-^ 
lish game ; so here's your good health, and a good 
n^ht to us all, and a merry game the next time 
we come to the green.' — ^ Aye ! that's all right,' 
said several, ^there^s no use quarrelling, which 
never puts a man in the right :' so the tankard 
went round till it was empty, and the company 
then broke up and dispersed, each paying a 
halfpenny to a boy who had waited their call 
during their retirement to the Arbour. 

^^ Here then is an instance of a leiRson which we 
may take from our inferiors, and bring to account 
if we please. I was then, as I have said, just 
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wann in my sett in the House, where I had seen 
manya Mr. Wiggins, but no Bfr. Tomlins; khd i 
rescriTed, if I eonld^ to take Mr. Tomlins for my 
BBodeL" 

^ Ton have brooght yourself off hetter fliain'i 
flq)ected/' said I, ^ for I own I did not know 
what this bowling-green scene was to lead to« 
However, it is as good in its way as your 
tamUe-down cottage^ whidi appeared to ymr 
so 8ri>6tantial9 in contrast with the stoim.: 
From each, it seems^ you got excellent les- 
sons, and I wish I were like yovu Ye^ ibrgiTe 
me if I question if even you, now so mudi -at 
your ease, and having profited so jaaeh. by Mr. 
Tomlins's good temper, would find your philoso^ 
pher's stone very availing in such a hovel h$ we 
have just left, or even on a velvet bowling«gre^, 
#are fortune in her vagaries to strip you of Ui-^ 

. " I hope,'* said he, ^^ I shall not be tried ; be- 
cause, moderate as you say I am, I feel that I ami 
spoiled by the world I have enjoyed. Suffidex^ 
however, is the day to the evil; and it may be 
well for me that. I can recollect so vividly, tfae^ 
days of even r my childhood, when to have ga- 
thered a salad. of my own rearing, or collected 
eggs from nests of my own building, placed ale. 
at the height almost of mortal pleasure/^ 
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i" To this I cried " Bravo ! " with, I fear, a look of 
incredulity, something like a sneer. 

He gave me a look quite as like a sneer in return, 
andsaid.'Ttperhapswouldhave been better for you, 
could you have shared, or at least appreciated, this 
laste of mine. After all," added he, ** is not this 
the pursuit and pleasure of our very nature i Are 
we not all bound to provide for ourselves, by our 
Dwu labours and exertions ; is not this as natural 
to us, as it is to brutes to seek their sustenance, 
in ivhate\er element they inhabit? What is it 
that makes Robinson Crusoe the delight of old 
and young, but this independence in consequence 
of personal exertions, forced upon him by the 
circumstances of his life. Had he remained 
under his father's wing, he might have been a 
very good, and possibly a very happy shopkeeper 
at York ; but would his interests, and his vigour, 
and consequently his happiness, have been half 
as much developed, as when Nature was called 
upon to act so emphatically in him, when in his 
island? 

" It is tliis natural feeling, and wish for inde- 
pendence, that equahzes^ in my mind, every lot of 
man ; and those who are farthest removed from 
it by theirs being cast too high, are, ten to one, 
inferior in real happiness to their inferiors in 
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«CMUM» by whom, perhaps, tfaey are envied. 
' ititc^ rtch people are generally dull people, and 
or vme La Fleur, we have fifty Morosos among 

** Then you make no difference," said I, " be- 
tween mv lord and his servant/' 

*^ As to happiness, none/^ replied he ; *^ no 
nHMre than between the king and yourself.** 

Now I felt quite as happy as a king, so held 
my peace. 

" You see then,'' he went on, " the nearer we 
approach to nature, and the fewer our wants in 
our pursuits, not only are those pursuits simpler, 
and cheaper, and therefore more in every one's 
power, but the chances are, that the sum of our 
happiness is greater." 

" A perfect Diogenes," said I, *^ whose chief 
utensil was a bowl to drink with, but which he 
threw away upon seeing a boy drink out of his 

hat!" 

^* Diogenes was a filthy fellow," observed Atti- 
cus> " and out of bravado might carry things too 
tar. But see another of my youthful scenes." 

Here he pointed to a large opening in the wood, 
ftiH of tall trees, but where the copsewood had 
been cleared, and observed, that he had never 
been happier in his life than when, at fifteen, he 
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had been allowed, with half a dozen c6ihpiinioiis> 
the use of a gun, to seek their fortunes for a day^ 
among the hares and rabbits which they ctoie to 
shoot, and dress, themflelves, by a fire of their 
own kindling, and faggots of their own cutting. 
This was to them, he said, the very height of pri- 
mitive independence, and therefore of interest, for 
it was the decree of nature. . 

^^ I do not mean by this," he added, " that 
men are to part with the delightful advantages 
which education, fortune, and the security of 
society afford us. But the more we study. pri- 
mitive pursuits, that is, the less we depend upoil? 
artificial life for happiness, the more likd.y we 
are to attain it. In a word. Nature is easily; 
satisfied; Art insatiably covetous: — ^witness that 
group of healthy children dancing at yonder cot- 
tage door : ^^ and he pointed to four or five brown 
urchins, half naked, and sunburnt, but every one 
with a smile, or rather grin on his countenance, 
denoting the most perfect qtdescence of the inte- 
rior, whether in the diaphragm, or the orifice of 
the stomach.* 

*^ However,'' he continued, ^^ we shall soon have 
to witness still stronger pi'oofs of my theory, if 

* See ante, p. 75. 
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my neighbour Squire^ and would-be Peer^ be- bat 
at home." . , > 

'At this, we approached a moat apte&did: gate of - 
iron^in maaaive architecture, and mucib beandrchod: 
with gilding* Through tliia we were admitted 
into a fine avenue, leading to a Tery fine .honac^ 
much beniched with statues; 

*' Where, are we going/^ said I ? 

*^TlO my rhododendron and geranium neigfio- 
bour we talked of yesterday, who certainly ia no. 
disdple of the ^ Naturam sequi^.'^ ^ .r 

■' ^ And what is the place called? it seems a viaBt 
domain/^ 

^ Its real and county name,'^ said Atticus, *^ ia 
St. Julianas Manor; but ita present owner< hu.. 
christened it Futtigur, in allusion to tiie ae^ae oC 
his Indian life> where he amassed his miUioki/^ 
' Upon this we came to the great door^ whiali' 
was painted in white panels with gik mouldiiigBL|v 
and being let in, we were shewn into an apurtmeM 
msgtiificent in itself, but the furniture qi k aok? 
costiy that it seemed treason to use it. A crimiMUi:: 
satin sofa invitingly tempted us ; but boots, dirtff* 
with riding, forbade ; and Atticus wished heartily 
fbr the ciane settee which had. served his Nabob 
neighbour many a year in India, but was now 
consigned to the servants' hall. 



" So much for the ntilityof gr&ndeui-!" skid he, 
looking about for an ordinary chair ; but he could 
find none under fifty gainers in v^ue, —ebony, 
ivory, and btunished gold. We took them, how- 
evetf though their hardness and straight hacks gave 
any notion but that of comfort. At that moment, 
through the window, we beheld two of the Ubomw 
ing gardeners stretched fast asleep, on their COatB> 
under the shade of a laurel. The day was hot,' 
the shade cool, their work done, and sweetly did 
they rest. 

I could not help saying to Atticua, "I suppon 
you envy the lot of those fellows ! " 

"I envy them the sleep they seem to enjoy, 
and the ease of their couch," said he; " for 
which we may look in vain in this fine room.* '* 

All farther converse was suspended by the ap- 
proach of the owner himself, a thin, poor-looking 
person, very much like a Brahmin, with a maho- 
gany visage, and a halt in his gait. To AtticQW 
sa being Right Honourable, he was most conde- 
scending ; and to me too, on being informed that I 
was related to the Minister. He welcomed us to 



* ht Bm philDBophe felt lomething like this when he laid to 
D'Alenibert in the gardeui of Sam Souci, " Do you bcb that old 
voioui, ■ poor weader, asleep on (hat mnnj banlE ? She ii pro- 
baUjr a mare happy being thm either of ni." 
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Futtygur^ and attempted to set Ufi chairs; but 
being feeble with gout^ the gold and ebony were 
too heavy for him ; and to relieve him we preferred 
standing to admire his pictures^ his marbles^ and 
his buhls. The pictures were all polygraphic^ 
but though he would not have minded the ex- 
pense^ it sdved him a good deal of trouble in look- 
ing for originals. Their broad and high-wrought 
frames^ dazzling in gold^ filled the eye with sp]en-« 
dour, whatever might be wanting to the taste. 
My companion commented upon the expense to 
which this species of furniture had risen. 

*^ Why yes,'^ said he ; " but of what use is a' 
fortune if we may not spend it ? For my part, I 
always like to encourage trade; and if I feel I have' 
a taste for these things, why not "F* And then 
he laughed, provoking us to join with him, as well 
as to approve his patriotic disposition. ^' I have 
at least," he continued, ^^ spared no expense, inbr 
out of doors, to make this purchase of mine, what 
I was told both by my architect dnd landscape 
gardener it might- easily oe, — ^the first thing in 
the county. Here,'^ said he, opening the folding 
doors, which let in a room still more spacious and 
rich, ^^ is my real drawing-room ; this being only 
ante, as it is called. I see your surprise at the 
hangings, but I wanted something original. Pic-' 
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tures are too common^ and what' all may procure 
for money ; so I gave Mr. Cartoon carte blanche ; 
and he proposed what you see — ^this rich puckered 
gauze^ tied with roses. Perhaps you will not guess 
how many yards are in the whole drapery, so I 
will tell you at once — ^fidl two thousand ! ! ^' 

We expressed our astonishment. 

" But pray/' said I, " with submission, is not 
this, charming as it is, rather too much for the 
country ? And is there a neighbourhood of nobles 
and ladies elegant and rich enough properly to 
appreciate this magnificence ? " 

^^To speak the truth," he replied^ ^^I nevei^ 
thought of that; and indeed I now recollect, at the 
ball I gave when I first came here, I could nO|; 
assemble above a hundred people, and not one 
peer among them. There were, indeed, two 
Baronets, and three Earl's daughters, (about whom 
and myself some joking hints were given) : but even 
they were not accompanied by the Countess theii* 
mother, who was taken ill the very day of the ball, 
so they were chaperoneflby their governess; — but 
she was a clergyman's widow, and very accom- 
plished." 

^^And did you see them no more?" asked I, 
much amused. ' 

" Why, yes ! they came over dnce again, and the 
eldest, who was the one the neighbours had given 
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to me^ seexaed to take particalir interest about 
my plaoe> going over the whole house -and pukj 
and giving. me several hints about the fomitaie. 
Indeed^ it was she who suggested the gauze hang- 
ings, which X ordered of her mother's ufdudstever^ 
at the Countess's own recommendation. But 
somehow her Ladyship has not yet been here, 
nor the young ladies since/' 

'^ You must give another ball,'' I said. 

*^ I should have no objection," he replied^ *^il 
every body would come ; but to spend hundreds 
for Earls' daughters to be chaperoned by theb 
governess, will never do, were I twice as ridi as I 



am." 



Here, our host looking a little embarrassed^ 
Atdcus, to change the theme, asked if he had not 
made some additions to his hou^e since he had la9t 
been there? 

*^ O ! true," he answered, ^' and a great one too ; 
no less than the library I talked to you of last year. 
It id now finished, and what do you think the 
mere fitting up cost me? A thousand pounds, 
I assure you ! " 

^^ It must be magnificent, indeed," said Atticua; 
" I hope we may see it." 

^^ O certainly 3 and I want to consult you much 
about the books. I don't like your garden^ you 
know; but your taste in books is unquestionable.'^ 
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see them," I cried ; and 



to a great wing of the house, in 
which a room, some fifty feet long, was fitted up 
with a number of rosewood book -cases, with 
cornices of gold, and doors of broad gilt wire, 
hned with crimson damask like the chairs. From 
the ceiling hung several large or-molu lamps ; and 
there was ample supply of reading-tables, reading- 
chairs, and desks of all sizes. 

Both Atticus and myself were in raptures; whicii 
put him in high good humour ; till Atticus, after 
saying that all was perfect, begged leave to open 
the cabinets to look at the books. At this he 
looked a htde fooUsh,and pulling out his watch, said 
" Wliyj you would not now have time to look 
at tliem, if they were there ; but, to tell you the 
truth, the books are not bought yet." 

" I thought," said I, unable to repress a laugh, 
" you wished so much to consult oar friend here 
about them." 

" O no," he rephed, " it was only about the 
cases and desks. 1 have, however, commissioned 
a friend at the India House to look out for any 
large Ubrary that may be to be disposed of ; and I 
assure you I have not stinted him in price." 

'"" This is admirable ! '* said 1 to Atticus, when 
we were ^ain on horseback. 

" On the use and abuse of riches, he is the best 
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study in the world^'' answered my companibh; 
^ he is my amusement, and my illustration^ when-* 
ever a fit of my moderation^ as you call it, comes 
over me. He is the complete Lord limon of 
Pope ; for, though 

* His building ia a town. 
His pond an ocean, his parterre a down. 
Who but must laugh the master when he seat, 
A puny insect shiyering in the breeze ? ' " 

" His library reminds me also of Lord Timon/' 
said I, ^^ though he perhaps can hardly re^h eyen 
to that eminence. 

* In books, not authors, curious is my Lord : 
To all their dated backs he turns you round : 
These Aldus printed, these Du Sieil has bound. 
Lo 1 some are Tellum, and the rest as good, 
For all his Lordship knows, but <iiey are wood/ ** 

^^ Quite right,^^ said Atticus, " and you might 
have added this fool to the quartette of worthies 
adduced by the same Pope to prove that riches 
are no grace from Heaven, but 

' Giy'n to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil/ 

Yet, strange to say, if he is sincere, eyen Sir 
Futty, as I call him, yields sometimes to the 
force of nature ; for he once confessed to me 
he was too rich to be happy. I asked why? 
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and he told me, as well as he could^ that the 
perpetual and too easy supply of his wants, as if 
he had Fortunatus's wishing cap, by preventing 
personal exertion, and placing him at the mercy 
of others who said he had not taste enough, made 
every thing flat. ^ I was happier,' said he, with 
a sigh, * when I was merely comfortable, and only 
lioped to be rich.' '' 

" I should pity him for this," I observed, *^ but 
for his miserable vanity." 

^* Let us not, however,'^ continued Atticus, 
*^ forget the corollary drawn by the philosophic 
poet from these seeming caprices of fortune. The 
Lord of Futtygur' has lavished thousands on mag- 
nificence, without, I believe, a feeling of charity, 
although he ^always likes to encourage trade;* 
but, again, as of Timcn, we may say, 

* Yet hence the poor are cloth'd, the hungry fed ; 
Health to himself , and to his infants bread, 
The laborer bears ; what his hard heart denies, 
This charitable vanity supplies.* * 

* See Pope's Moral Essays, Epist. 3 and 4. These terse re- 
flections on human character of the moral poet, are, I fear, be- 
ginning to be forgotten. We have fallen upon the age of lachry- 
mose sentiment, instead of the manly sense and flowing numbers 
which mark the above quotations. Now, every man and every 
woman scribbler, ** dies of a rose in aromatic pain !*' Query, for 
*• in aromatic y** in " a rheumatic ** pain ? for many of our poets 
Mid poetesses seem to be writhing with throes of suffering, whe- 

VOL. I. O 
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• These moral lessons concluded our ride, which 
the scenes we saw, and the good sense and good 
humour of Atticus, made one of the most charm- 
ing I had ever taken. 

But I must conclude; for if your Lordship is not 
tired, I am. 

I have nearly^ but not quite, abandoned my 
hope of re-producing our friend in the world ; and 
I feel that all the little details I have related^ ren- 
der this hope weaker and weaker; but partidli- 
larlyone other conversation, which, as you stfll 
command me to go on, I will report to-morrow. — 

Meantime, &c. &c. &c. 

ther corporal or mental. Would that the age would return to 

Pope, and leave Mr. , Mrs. , and Miss — — , to 2tn»k 

words, und weep by themseWes I 
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Mt dear Lord. 
I "will not trouble you with the rest of our 
day yesterday, after Atticus and myself returned 
. from our ride. It passed pretty much as the day 
before. We dined alone, plainly, yet not so fru- 
gally perhaps as if my host had been by himself. 
There was even something like recherche in the 
copkery, and particularly in a second bottle of 
Johannisberg, so good as to shew that to please 
the palate was not at all incompatible with recluse 
philosophy. In the evening we again visited the 
Digentia, but through another road, more pubUc ; 
indeed, through the whole hamlet, where I ob- 
served cottagers at their doors, some dancing their 
chiklren, some tying up honeysuckles, and all 
seeming to enjoy the refreshment of rest after 
labour. 

« 

As we passed, they all rose up and saluted 
Atticus, and me as his guest. I was much pleased 
with their natural civility, and the neatness and 
apparent comfort of their dwellings. They seemed 
to be built round a green, well nibbled by sheep. 

a 2 
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which gave it a fresh and velvety appearance ; and 
in the midst of it was going on the old English 
game of qi|oits. Atticus approached it with me, 
and in an' instant all the cottagers left their 
benches to come to us. 

^^ His honour often plays with us,'^ said one of 
them^ ^* and when he brings company they play 
too : perhaps you would like to take a hand^ SSrP' 
Atticus laughed ; but as I had never handled a 
quoit in my life, I declined the honour, rather to 
the disappointment of the rustics. Two of them 
now came to Atticus, and doffing their hats, 
begged the use of the Hall bowUng-green, for the 
hour that remained of light, to finish a match they 
had begun two days before. 

^^ By all means/^ he said : " I hke to see you 
at these exercises ; but what is become of your 
cricket?" 

^* We were afraid of spoiling the grass,'^ they 
said, ^^ so we put it off till after the hay.'^ 

" Nonsense,^^ replied the Squire, ^^ you shall 
have an acre immediately mown for you.'^ 

At this they all saluted him, some with a scrape, 
some with hats, and some who had no hats tug- 
ging their forelocks; and we departed amid ex- 
clamations of ^^ Much obhged to ye, and God 
bless your honour.^^ All this created pleasant 
reflections ; and the terms he was on with his vil- 
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}agers^ to all of whom he was landlord^ caused me 
tp be less and less surprised at his patience in re* 
treat. 

We had presently another occasion to observe 
his mode of treating his dependants, which I can- 
not help recording* 

Crossing his very pretty park^ the soft evening, 
and beautiful deer looking at us, as if with curio- 
sity, through the brakes that sheltered them, shed 
a pleasure over the scene not easily described. 
It gave me indeed a picture of rural elegance 
which would have set Shenstone a singing, as it 
would me, had I had his pipe.* I told Atticus 
he wanted nothing but the facilesque nympfuB of 

* See Shenstone' s poem on Rural Elegance, if any body remem« 
bers there was such a person. He certainly had much taste, 

r 

though too little money ; as the Leasow^s demonstrated. But his 
poetry is, I think, much undervalued. Witness his pastoral bal- 
lad, his School-mistress, and his Jessy, which few have come 
near, and none e:cceeded.. See also, in Rural Elegance, this 
stanza : 

" While Charity at eye surveys the Swain 
Enabled by these toils to cheer 
A train of helpless mfants dear, 
Speed whistling home across the plain ; 
See vagrant Luxury, her hanc!-maid grown. 
For half her graceless deeds atone. 
And hails the beauteous work, and ranks it with her own." 



1 26 ATTICUS. 

Gray* to make the whole scene classic. At that 
moment a train of some six or seven women and 
children, in garments coarse enough and tolerably- 
worn, came through a glade in the plantations, 
each with a bag on her head, of faggots of short 
wood, which they had been picking up under the 
trees ; where a few stragglers still loitered in the 
same pursuit. They did not seem in the least 
dismayed at meeting us, but curtesying to Atti- 
cua, passed on, Uttle minding their patched attire, 
and upon the whole, most ordinary appearance. 
I own I felt annoyed at the contrast between 
them and all the embryo classical ideas I Was en- 
couraging. 

" These certainly," said I, ^^ are not tiie 
nymphee I was quoting just now. For Heaven^s 
sake, are these the beings you usually meet with 
in your park, oris it, as I hope, accidental?'^ 

** It is certainly not the last,^' answered Atticus. 

"Why then,^' returned I, " do you not drive 
them from you, and put an end to such filthy ob- 
jects as surround you ? '* 

^ Do you call those deer filthy objects ? *^ said 
he. 

* See Gray's beaatiful Latin Ode : 

** Risit et Tdtme, &cilesque Nymphsa 
Nare captaktem, nee inelegantly 
Mane quicqnid de violis eunda 
Swripit aora.'' 
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^^ N6 ! but I do those nauseating ragged petti- 
coats and dirty cloaks, to say nothing of the little 
swarm of blackguards that seem so to revel in 
pilfering your wood. Talk of the dignity of man^ 
or the softness of woman ! compare these squaws 
with the real ^ burghers of the forest/ which seem 
so justly in fear, and bound away from them as 
if to avoid contamination ! I am absolutely astOr 
nished that you, who can so enjoy a Claude or a' 
Poussin, can ever aUow such Esquimc^ux to come 
so near you." 

^^ Observe what they come for/* said Atticus^ 
^^ and that will be your answer. Claude or Po^s* 
sin woidd not perhaps have put them into their, 
landscapes, but Teniers would, and have brought 
them to good account. These savages,'^ conti* 
nued he, ^^ are all of them, more or less^ known 
to me^ ai^d depend upon my house for most of 
their comforts. Ought I therefore to drive them 
from me, because they cannot afford to be so 
spruce as the grisettes of London or Paris, in 
their occupation of picking up a few miserable 
windfalls, to me useless, and to them valuable ? 
The comforts of their supper to-night will be in- 
creased, be warmer, and more salutary, for the dis- 
grace which, in your eyes, I have suffered them to 
inflict upon my park.'^ 

^* You mffered!'' I exclaimed, ^' I thought it 
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had proceeded from their own thievish disposi- 
tion ; or at best, from a bailiff who might want to 
increase his consequence among the poor of the 
parish/* 

" We have no thieves here/* answered Atticos; 
^' and as for my bailiff, though he certainly gave 
the permission, he knows I would not keep him 
if he refused that whidi, Grod wot ! savours too 
little of generosity to be mentioned.*' 

I own this did not satisfy my repugnance to 
ragged petticoats ; but seeing how entirely it pro- 
ceeded from benevolence, I held my peace ; nor 
did I think of reviving any political discussion, or 
of even touching upon the old subject of the 
world and retreat ; which I thought useless with a 
man whose principles as well as habits were, I 
now felt, so fixed. Incidentally, however, or ra- 
ther accidentally, the subject was renewed ; and 
though I had renounced all thought of continuing 
the argument with a view to victory, what I did 
say drew from Atticus so much pleasant descant, 
and in such a variety of ways, that I think it will 
at least amuse, perhaps ^gratify, your Lordship to 
give it in detail. I should premise, however, that 
this was prompted, not by any effort or intention 
of mine, but the mere accident of a particular let- 
ter by the post, which, at this distance from town, 
always arrives in the evening. The letter was 
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to Atticus, and came from an old friend of his 
sind mine, who is, I believe, also known to your 
' tiordship, and esteemed by us all, notwithstand- 
ing a thousand vagaries. 

You may remember the highly-gifted, but eccen- 
tric Mordaunt,and how his mind ran over with all 
sorts of acquired knowledge, supported by very 
original and strong natural powers ! He was 
thoroughly made for the world, but was so great a 
philosopher in his closet j that he said the world 
was not made for him. He liked good and even 
fine company, and particularly ladies ; but all this, 
he said, in\;errupted his studies, and consumed 
much valuable time. He had a work too in hand : | 
— that is, he had thought about it, but could not J 
find time to digest and arrange it ; in short, he ) 
had not written a word. What to do amid clubs, 
and dinners, and political discussions, it was diffi- 
cult if not impossible to de\dse. He began to 
think London an enemy to wisdom, and society 
unfavourable to the acquisition of knowledge; and 
he actually took a house at Cambridge, where he 
had been educated, by way of retreat. Far from 
succeeding, he found he had only changed what, 
h6 said, was an inconvenient sort of society, for 
a worse; for he had as many interruptions, only 
with less polish and more pedantry, in his compa- 
nions. He fled again, but not to London. 

g5 
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Smit with descriptions ^^ that look green in 
song^'' and seduced by the poetry of sentimental 
travellers, he thought the Continent the only land 
of simplicity, and rational life. Madame de Stael 
tempted him to Germany ; Schlegel to Bonn. The 
' ^/ ,' " fader land;*' the aboimding river; its legends, 
its castles, its ruins, and the German bonhommie ; 
to say nothing of the seigneurial abodes of its 
nobility, which flattered his aristocratical preju* 
dices; — all this made him abandon England, to 
search where he might set up his rest, in a man- 
ner more suitable to what he supposed his turn 
of mind. Again he was disappointed. He went 
to Bonn, and saw Schlegel; but Bonn was any 
thing but like his notions of a University ; for he 
was full of Oxford and Cambridge, and the dty 
was wretchedly provincial. There, and even in 
gayer and more polite districts, he sought in vain 
for ladies and gentlemen. All seemed Bourgeosie.: 
The Rhine was for a long way flatter than the 
Thames ; the scenery at best not so good as the 
English lakes ; the chateaux barns ; the gar- 
dens barren sands : and though the river was en- 
livened by its many fortified towns and garrisons, 
he hated whiskers and tobacco. He thought of 
Dresden, and Leipzig, and Wiemar ; but after the 
Rhine, what could succeed ? He came home. 
London, however, with all its attractions, was 
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still too overpowering for his purpose^ and his 
travels had just given him elasticity enough to 
make him think that absolute seclusion would be 
a relief. 

Having therefore a very romantic place in this 
neighbourhood, which he had seldom visited in 
his love for the world, he' resolved to pitch his 
tent there, and Uke Gibbon, whom perhaps he 
affected to imitate, bade adieu to the ^^fumum et 
opes stBepitumque Romse/^ and with his libraty, 
fixed himself within twenty miles of Atticus, whom 
he consulted. 

Atticus told him he was wrong; that he had • 
not done with the world; and that his resolve 
was a mere fit of romance. 

They at first corresponded^ and Mordaunt 
seemed happy ; but the correspondence flagged^ 
and, after a letter or two, he wrote no more, not 
even in answer to a very Mendly one of Atticus, 
who knowing him well j and being much his senior^ 
had ventured to oppose him. Three months had 
elapsed since Atticus had written to him; and the 
following tardy but very honest letter was now 
brought him as an answer. 

" One would have thought,^' said Atticus, 
laughing, and putting it into my hands, ^^ that 
you had kifbrmed friend Mordaunt of all our 
discussions and bribed him to exhibit himself 
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on your side. Pray read ; iox example is worth a 
thousand theories^ and I give you all the benefit 
of such an ally/' 

This introduction made me eager to peruse the 
letter^ which^ after the usual preamble^ when he 
came to the subject of his retirement, was as 
follows : 

<^The Rocks 

'' May 

** Shall I tell you frankly I am afiraid you are 
right, and that I have made a false step ? I was 
misled by Gibbon and Zimmermann, not Cowley, 
as you suppose, — who seems but a prig, notwith- 
standing the court he has received from those 
courtty divines, Sprat and Hurd. Horace and 
Virgil, perhaps Pope, and a warm imagination, 
may have done much with me. Be that as it 
may, I feel my cheeks redden when I say, I be- 
lieve you are right, and that I have made a false 
step. 

"Gibbon retired, and Rousseau. retired, but 
with different fates. Gibbon was followed into 
retirement, and enjoyed it ; Rousseau was mad to 
be so, failed, and was miserable. Gibbon gloried 
in the most accomphshed visitors in Europe^ 
Rousseau could not stomach the abandoned man- 
sion and antiquated housekeeper of Mr. Daven- 
port. 
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'^ You will say, * What then are you ? How does 
this hear upon the question ? ' 

^' I will tell you. I have here, as you know, one 
of the most beautiful retreats in England. Hew 
often have I admired it, and wondered that I have 
not resided there. Spencer must have had it in 
view when he wrote : 

** ' It was a chosen spot of fertile land, 

Emongst wild hills set, like a little nest, 
As if it had by Natnre* 8 canning hand, 
Been choycely picked out from all the rest. 
And layed forth for ensample for the best.* 

'^ It is certain I have as fine a house and gar- 
den, as fine a country, and even almost as fine 
a lake, as Gibbon possessed at Lausanne, or 
Rousseau in his most elevated pitch could fancy. 
And were I but alone ! 

^^ But no matter. I have companions indeed, 
but worse than none, and being so far too nu- 
merous. There is a great deal of feasting, but- 
not of reason ; a great deal of flow, but not of 
soul. I do not dislike wine, or undervalue the 
excitements of the mind through the instrumen- 
tality of the body. I am perhaps too much for 
Lucretius, and think it little pleasure to dine on 
herbs, Archiacis recumbere lectis ; * but I am not 

* ** Si potes Archiacis conviva recumbere lectis, Sec," 

Horace Ep. i. t. 
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such a gourmand as not to care who may, or who 
may not^ be my neighbours. Now who are theses 
neighbours ? Why those of every remote country 
gentleman who may find himself a little the worse 
for being a Uttle more than that illustrious cha- 
racter. I can pore all the morning over Philoso- 
phy and rational Divinity, when I find it ; I can . 
lose myself in Horace and Shakespeare ; can take 
a ride with pleasure through groves and fields ; 
and even afford an hour to the planning a proper 
set-out for an embryo Sheriff; — which (God help 
me!) they have made me. But the hour of ban- 
quetting, so pleasant, (say what they will) to all 
philosophers, divines, and scholars, — ^brings no 
agremens to me. It falsifies its promises, to him 
who has only retired to a country mob, to relieve 
himself from the mob of the town. 

*^ You will ask, who are these falsifiers ? and 
what right have I thus to criticize or undervalue 
them ? I do neither one nor the other. They are 
all my equals ; many, my superiors ; but to suin 
up all in a word, they do not suit me, nor I them. 
I am- not equal to their boisterous activity, nor 
they to my monotonous repose. 

*^ Fox-hunters, indeed, I respect for their 
vigour ; but I am no Fox-hunter. They despise 
me for it : and I do not Uke to be despised. But 
the neighbouring city is populous ; populous, 
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however, only in manufacturers—^ money-loving 
villains/ who think 1 ought to be set in the 
stocks, as a drone in the hive. I believe they are 
right. If it were but a Cathedral town, I might 
have a chance of mental intercourse. But what 
did Cambridge itself do for me ? or in what are a 
Dean and Prebendaries better than Fellows ?• 
Since your kind visit I have not met with a kin- 
dred mind* I could live in my study ; but to have 
no relaxation is a want ; and all out of it here is 
humdrum. Even Gibbon longed for rational and 
cheerful companions of an evening, and conde* 
scended to a game of cards as a change. Can 
you wonder then that I long again for my pretty 
town house, and the polite atmosphere which its 
nei^bourhood seemed to breathe ; where, by 
merely closing my door, I was as soUtary and as 
meditative and as studious as I pleased, yet 
when I pleased, was in a moment in the best so* 
ciety, whether literary, political, or fashionable; 
old friends who talked to me of works of days 
past, or young ones who dreamt of nothing but 
* morrow's return.^ This was always brilliant, 
always busy, always on that sort of qui vive 
which never lets the mind stagnate, or the body 
languish for want of exercise. Scold, if you will, 
but answer me. Shall I retire from retirement, 
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and return to the world to be laughed at ; or sink 
deeper and deeper in the mire of oblivion, by 
fleeing to the Highlands of Scotland, the bogs of 
Ireland, or the back-settlements of America ? *' 

So far our literary recluse. 

^* And what will be your advice ? '^ said I, fold- 
ing up the letter. 

" To return instantly to Grosvenor Street, 
whence, as I told him, he never should have 
stirred.'^ » 

*^ You see then," said I, (rather pleased with 
this forcible proof of my theory, and thinking I 
had a sort of triumph over Atticus) *^ that I was 
not so wrong in my opinions upon the impro- 
priety, as well as inefficacy of seclusion, to en- 
able us to live as nature and reason would require 
of us. Here is a pregnant instance of " 

^^ I know what you would say," interrupted 
Atticus, begging pardon for stopping me; *^but 
you will at least allow that I here foresaw the 
event, and warned him of it, as I would a person 
against riding a dangerous horse, which he knew 
not how to manage. But this ought not to pre- 
vent another, more skilfcd or firmer in the saddle, 
from mounting. In fact, I knew our friend better 
than he did himself." 

'^ Yet with equal, perhaps more enthusiasm 
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than you have, how came you to succeed, and he 
to fail?'' 

" He mistook himself,'' said Atticus, " and took 
a momentary feeling for settled habit. He forgot 
his real disposition, which is social, gay, and even 
brilliant; and from mere romance, as he himself 
seems to confess, came to a decision which cbxdd 
only be justified by long experience and habits of 
action. How unlike his was his model Gibbon, 
whose whole heart and soul were absorbed in an 
immense undertaking, which it required a freedom 
both from business and pleasure to accomplish. 
Besides, Mordaunt, like you, is still in the vigour 
of his life, and has many debts to the world to 
pay, before he can have a right to play the veteran 
in retirement." 

^^ I believe you are right,^' said I ; '^ but if vigour 
give a right to the world to expect exertion in its 
favorites, who is to say that you, even yet, may 
not obey the call that has been made upon you, 
and return to its arena as well as Mordaunt," 

At this I turned to some books that lay upon 
the table, with a sort of significant air, which did 
not escape him. They were Thucydides, and 
Clarendon, and Cicero, and a volume of Parlia^ 
mentary debates, all full of markers, and open, as 
if lately read. 

And what is your inference? '' said he, smiling. 
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** Why, that it is a litde remarkable that a man 
who says he has entirely renounced the woiid^ 
and has done with its parties^ struggles^ and am- 
bition^ should choose for his favourite study (as 
these marks and notes imply) the concentration 
of all that is exciting, passionate, and stirring in 
Hian's history. Such surely are the contents of 
these stirring volumes/' 

^^That is certainly their character/' said Atticus* 

^* Well then,'' I replied, ** I should say I hope, 
without offence, that at your age, there can be little 
of novelty, and, I should say, less of enthusiam, 
in historical reading. Most subjects must be 
worn out ; and renouncing politics and office, and 
even the world itself; ben^ as you are, upon 
higher contemplations ; to say nothing of your 
having thimibed over all these pages before ; it 
marvels me I own to see you still keen upon 
events and characters, the very scope and scene 
of whose exertions are the rivalries of that world 
from which you fly. What can now be the ob- 
jects of history, to a man who has done with time? 
What to you, to enquire into the revolutions of 
Athens or Rome, or, I might almost add of Eng- 
land itself, when Athens, Rome, and England are 
no longer objects of hope, interest, or action ? ^' 

^* I could easily answer," said he. '* As for my 
age and enthusiasm, was Young's enthusiasm 
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worn out, when at sixty he began the most 
poetic and enthusiastic of his works ? To enthu- 
siasm, however, I tlu not pretend, being now sa- 
tisfied with quiet and common sense. Then, as 
to novelty in history, or in any other subjects, if 
you will consider, you will find that to read the 
same things often, is not to exhaust novelty. In 
some cases it will even add to it. We read with 
far different feelings, as well as different objects, 
according to our different ages, circumstances, or 
humours at the time. The youth is absorbed by 
the passion only, in a love story ; the more mature 
man criticises its hterary merits ; the philosopher 
looks for knowledge of human nature. It is the 
same with history, as well as other studies. 

" In my youth, when training for the world 
which I hoped to conquer and possess, I read 
Homer, and Shakespeare, Plutarch, and Thucy- 
dides, Clarendon and Davila, certainly in a great 
measure from taste, but in a much greater, to fit me 
for public life. With the same view also, I may have 
devoted myself even to the Muses, whose haunts 
are anything but pubhc ; but excellent in this, 
that in cultivating the taste by the delights of 
Belles Lettres, you improve those qualities which 
give a polish to talents for business, and therefore 
increase their value. This was then my chief ob- 
ject. But this is no more ! 1 have been saiia ^ec- 
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iatum, et rude donatum ; the business part of life is 
over ; nor seek I to prolong it. Pleasure is now my 
business ; but the pleasure that befits an old man, 
— ^the pleasure of mind. I have passed through the 
worlds and but for your visits might think myself 
" ^ forgotten in it : but not therefore are forgotten all 

that formerly softened or swelled the soul ; not 
the less cease I to be interested in the character 
and nature of myself and fellow-men ; and if his- 
tory is, as it has been called, ^philosophy teaching 
by examples/ I as a philosopher^ have a right still 
to read history. Its politics and its party rage are, 
thank God ! done with ; and a man who has lived 
his life can propose no good, nor eyen feel interest, 
in reviving them. But the power of genius, the 
inspirations of eloquence, and the stem judgment 
of impartial and enlightened historians, must still, 
and for ever, interest us, as promoting a more cor- 
rect knowledge of men and things. This could not 
be so well done when under the influence of party 
bias, and when truth itself is, as it sometimes 
is, wrested from its straight line in order to 
serve a particular object. The object gone, bur 
love of truth revives ; our minds are purified ; the 
judgment is no longer obscured; and we love and 
read history, as we love and read poetry, for its 
OMOi sweet sake, independent of any interest but 
what itself inspires.' ' 
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^^ You have explained this matter,'^ said I, 
" excellently well/^ 

^^ Had I recollected in time," he answered, ^* I 
could have spared you much attention ; for Bo- 
fingbroke has done it much better. He at least 
supports me ; and his is a support which, when we 
do agree, I can never disdain." 

As I looked inquiringly, he took down the vo- 
lume. '^ It is here,^' he said, and read as fol- 
lows : — 

' " Ought we not to live some years at least to 
ourselves, and for ourselves, in a state of freedom 
under the laws of reason, instead of passing our 
whole time in a state of vassalage, under those of 
authority and custom ? Is it not worth our wbile 
to contemplate ourselves, and others, and all the 
things of this world, once before we leave them, 
through the medium of sense, and, if I may say 
so, of undefiled reason ? Is it not worth our while 
to approve or condemn, on our own authority, 
whatwe receive in the beginning of life on the 
authority of other men, who were not then better 
able to judge for us than we are now to judge for 
ourselves ?^^* 

^^ All this is clear,*' said I, ^^ and history at 
least may be made for ever new. But is it the 
same with other studies ? Books of science, for 

* Study and Use of History. 
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example^ which^ when once acquired^ you lay up 
for practical use^ but neyer study again. Who 
that has got Euclid by heart, erer thinks of find- 
iag novelty in his problems ? *^ 

" Lord Hardwicke," replied Atticus ; " diough 

perhaps it was their utility in exercising tihe rea- 

y^ soning faculties, rather than their novelty, that 

made him, as is said, read over the whole of 

Euclid at least once a year." 

" But the Classics? Is it possible they can 
charm you now as they did at first, when you 
must know every sentiment and every phrase that 
is coming, long before you come to it ? ^' 

" Infinitfely more, I assure you ; if only be- 
cause the judgment is more mature, and we are 
delivered from the glare and glitter of false 
thoughts, often so attractive to young imagina- 
tions. Time was when I could bear Cowley. Who 
now can read him without either laughing at his 
puerilities, or lamenting the bad taste of the times ? 
Well may be applied to him what Quintilian says 
of another, 

* Abundat dulcibus vitiis.' '' 

^^ They are not even sweet,'^ said I, agreeing with 
him. ^^But pass we to purer ages, and more chastiz- 
ed judgments. Will tiot reiterated sweetness doy 
even there ? Will not the silver of Pope, and even 
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the gold and diamonds of Shakespeare and Homer, 
grow dull by repetition, and reqtdre much fur- 
bishing in the mind, before, if ever, they can re- 
cover then- original brightness ? In short, if per- 
sonal beauty loses its* power to duurm by being 
frequently seen, may not poetry and.fiction deaden 
upon the mind by being frequentiy read ? Under 
this impression, the most attractive and devated 
of the Classics may become ^ toujours perdrix ;' 
or be taunted, as they were once by a worn-out 
schoolmaster, who coarsely, but emphatically said^ 
he loved Virgil as a grocer did figs/' 

** Whimsically put,*^ replied Atticus.; *^aad per- ' 
haps difficult to answer without a little researoh. 
Were the mind never varying — did the same hu- 
mour and the same circumstances always remain 
in the reader — ^your remark would be just. But 
what so varying, what so different even from it- 
self, at different times, as the mind and situation 
of man ? Hear old Chaucer : — 

' What is the world ? what asken mon to have, 
Now with his love, and now in his cold grave ? ' 

Real classics have no sanieness to real critics. . 
Even your schoolmaster might discover new light 
in his very grammar, and leap for joy at ascertain* 
ing the real meaning of a supine; ov lose his 
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senses with his brother Le Sage^ in endeavouring 
to find out the pauh post futurum of a Greek 
verb. But barring pedantry^ what variety can- 
not one man of genius find in the works of ano- 
ther, ever changing with the feeling or humour of 
the reader ! I will not say that the iEneid never 
doys. I agree with you ; — ^we grow tired of ^ fidus 
Achates, fortemque Gyim, fortemque Cloanthum ;' 
and even the ^ pious i£neas ' is himself sometimes 
too tame for interest, certainly for novelty. But 
neither are we bound, with your sated pedagogue, 
always to begin at arma virumque. Take the 
' more animated parts, his storms and his ship- 
wrecks ; his ^ Fuimus Troyes,^ after Troy burned 
and a nation ruined ; go with him to the Court of 
Dido, or to her shade in Elysium ; or meet his 
mother, ^ O ! Dia certe,^ in the wood ; but, above 
all, feast the mind with the rural reign of his po- 
lished, his lovely Georgics, painting nature to the 
life in all her delightful productions, her many-co- 
loured dies, changing with the seasons ; and the 
occupations, characters, and ways of life of her 
favourite sons ! Do this, and then say whether 
Virgil can ever be opened without a feast to what- . 
ever humour we may be in ? But what shall we 
say to thee, thou ever varying, yet ever sensible 
and practical Horace ? — ^now poet, now philoso- 
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f>her; man of contemplation^ man of pleasure; 
courtier, farmer, lover; 

' Qnocunqne gaudes nomine ? ' *' 

'^ O ! ^' cried I, *' I will spare you. the trouble of 
demonstrating his merits. He is the exception to 
all the treason I have uttered ; and, as a proo^ I 
am seldom without him myself. I am afraid it 
was of higher and graver works that I spoke, when* 
I talked of cloying.^' 

^* I can scarcely understand,^^ said he, " to 
whom you allude. Not to Homer, not to Milton, 
not to Gray, and ah ! surely not to the great 
master of all ? '* 

^^ I will not blaspheme so much,'* I answered, 
^* as to do this ; and yet, knowing your devotion 
to Shakespeare, I should be glad to hear what 
you would say, to repudiate the slander, could a 
man be found bold enough to hazard it/' 

** Slander, indeed,'' cried he, ^^ if you think of 
coupling his name with sameness. For who so 
inexhaustible in his varieties ? who so profound in 
his knowledge — ^his knowledge of all the hidden 
springs of the heart, and of the causes or effects 
of human events ! What feeling is there unde- 
scribed ? What motive unexplored ? What pas- 
sion not developed ? What duty not enforced ? 
Ambition, avarice, prodigality, revenge, patriot- 

VOL. I. H 
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isaXf filM piety^ conjugal love \ All the romance 
and witcheries of imagination ! All the homefelt 
reaUties of life ! If we look for pathos^ who so 
pathetic ? for wit, who so witty? for humour, who 
so humorous ? In epic, beyond all, heroic ! In 
tenderness, beyond all, sweet ! Indeed {to use his 
own words), 

* Sweet as summer.' 

In description, ever appropriate, he is gorgeous, 
and sublime, or gentle and soothing, as the subject 
requires ; whether Cleopatra sail down the Cyd- 
nus, or ^ towers topple on their warders' heads.' 
In short, in such immeasurable varieties of know- 
ledge and imagery, who could ever find ah end? 
or, closing the book, say he hud finished ? No ! a 
thousand lives might pass, and the lessons not be 
terminated/^ 

" Why, I own," said I, much pleased, '" some 
new discovery, or new. result from studies already 
accomplished by the reader, are, -^th him, ever 
at hand. The youth who loved to tibink himself 
Romeo, would soon perhaps become ^ young Hatify 
with his beaver on;' then either rise into a states- 
man with Wolsey, and lament the pomp, glory, 
and disappointments of ambition; or indignant, 
like Cassius, at being in awe of such a- thing as 
he himself, ^meditate the destruction of tjnrahhy 
and the death of tyrants.' 
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t," said Atticus. "All this 
leart in our earlier reading; 
yet novelty is not worn out, and every aspect is 
new to our last hour :- — fur even there, deatt-bed 
scenes, if we wish for them, are found at hand, 
impressitig themselves with almost more effect 
tiiaii even reality ever did before." 

" You have delighted me/' said I, seeing he 
had ceased, " both with your tiieory as to study, 
and these forcible illustrations of it. I know not 
which pleases me the most. Biit tliis 1 know :— if 
these are the uses you make of your retirement, 
we will never wish to relieve you from it. For my 
part, I am ready to set off to-morrow, re infecla, 
and glad to be so." 

" A great concession," said he ; " but I fear you 
will not be believed by your chiefe, if you tell them 
that my life is not even monotonous, much leas 
melancholy. And yet, after all, are we right in 
holding that monotony cannot be happy ? Do wc 
not see thousands passing through life occupietl 
day after day with the self-same employments, 
only varied by the return of the self-same rehefs ; 
consisting merely or chiefly in the gratification of 
natural wants ; eating, drinking, and sleeping ; per- 
haps the very same food every day of the year, 
treading the same round of exertion, and glad of 
the same rest. These form the bulk of maiduud : 
u 2 
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yet so sweet is the calm of this monotony^ that it 
is seldom we see happier people ; and in my own 
person^ I can answer for it, the time never appears 
so short/' 

** Why then/' I asked^ " do you take such 
pains to fortify yourself against monotony ? Wit- 
ness all these resources of learning, and elegant 
though solitary amusements." 

^* It is because of my former life and occupation,** 
sidd . he ; ^^ partly owing to education, greatly to 
artificial wants. Had I been brought up a &rmer 
or manufacturer, it would not be so." 
*^ Education is then a bad thing ? ^' 
'^Not so, even to a farmer or manufacturer, when 
occupied. But I am far, very far from supposing 
that leisure in retirement, and solitude, which you 
call monotony, could suit the multitude, or any 
one who has passed his life in business, and feels 
suddenly deprived of it, without other resources 
to fill up his hours. It is not, therefore, the mo- 
notony of employment, but the want of it altoge- 
ther, that occasions ennui. Hence, but for my 
management of myself, and the store I had laid in 
for resource and relief when alone, I should either 
have never left business, or long ago returned to 
it. As it is, the mere love of reading, — ^which Gib- 
bon found out was a passion which derives fresh 
vigour from enjoyment, and supplies each day and 
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1 hour with perpetual pleasure, — gives to the 
student an empire over himself which no Emperor 
fever had. Recollect Pradt's account of Buona- 
parte ill peace, ' Je m'ennuie ici jusqu' a perir, 
II faut que je fasse la guerre. Je la ferai a la 
Prusse.' 

It is the want of power to make privacy of im- 
portance, so as to be content with it, that is the 
curse of riches, and brings the poor man to a 
level with the highest, if he does not even out-top 
him inenjoyjnent; — as he certainly does if he have 
this content," 

" All this," said I, " I can understand ; but 
when you talk of reading as an employment, what 
would puzzle me, without a profession, would be 
to know how to make a selection interesting, or 
varied, or long enough to last. But I have pro- 
fited so mucli, by illustrations from your own 
practice, that I should like to get at the history 
of your studies, and Ije made acquainted with your 
favorite subjects," 

" If you do me the honour to inquire," he an- 
swered, "I have no scruple to say, that once it 
was history. But though 1 will not now say with 
Sir Robert Walpole, that I know history must be 
false, yet the greater part of it must be so clouded 
by passion and prejudice in the original writers, 
tliat is, the actors, that the caution which ought to 
accompany everj' step, derogates much from the 
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p haa mro of it. I now^ thcrefarey tarn to more 
phwiing becanse purer objects." 

" And what are they?" 

** Chiefly philosophical criticism. Tins gives 
AOt merely polish and el^ance to the taste ; it re* 
quires and improves all powers of the mind; all 
knowledge of nature ; both philosi^y and his- 
tory; every science^ and almost every art. AH 
Aat Cicero ever said of an oiator when before 
the pabUc, may be said of the critic in his doset, 
when the public is forgott^i. AU our best facul- 
ties and most refined feelings ; our genius^ learn- 
ing, judgment, powers of comparing, and finally 
deciding ; all these animate and exercise the un* 
derstanding with a deUght and eneigy, and a self- 
importance too, that laughs all duller employments 
lo scorn. 

But chiefly at my age^ in the evenings and before 
retiring, 

' Let my due feet nerer feU 
To ^-alk the stadious cloisters* pale.' 

By i^ch I mean^ what all cloisters so delightfully 
imply* ^ religious contemplation/ Whatever the 
previous subject^ whether we have been afiected 
Irir ^pathos, or elevated to excitement, let our 
minds be aliK'ap then attuned to their best sus- 
c^>tibilities — to the real value of things tmadul- 
t^rated by the world, and leading to Heaven. If 
W9 do this, the night closes in peace; and though 
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we may be humbled, yet not mortified, a soft and 
soothing piety sends us to rest, with a grateful 
confidence in God, that is seldom disappointed/^ 

I will own to you, my Lord, in the most ardu- 
ous debate I never saw Atticus so animated on 
his subject, nor myself felt him so impressive, as 
I did in these concluding words. I may say, too, 
that I never esteemed him so much. I could not 
help grasping his hand with a pleasure that was 
most sincere ; though I felt, also, that it denoted 
a most entire conviction on my part, that we 
were all wrong in supposing the empire of ambi- 
tion could not in him be extinguished. It was * 
plain that my hope of success in my mission, 
which had long been on the wane, was now gone ; 
and I came to my final resolution, to give up fur- 
ther attempt to alter him. 

'Riis I fairly told him, after expressing to him 
the deUght I had had in these conversations. 

What I shall hereafter do, I know not; for he 
insists that I shall remain his guest in my private, 
though not in my ambassadorial capacity. Per- 
haps I may stay ; — ^but meantime I have thought 
it right to commit all these details to paper, and ^ 

to lose no time in conveying them to those they 
concern. 

Believe me. 
Your Lordship's ever faithful, &c. 
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TO 

HER GRACE THE DUCHESS 

OF 

BUCKINGHAM AND CHANDOS, &c. &c. 



Madam^ 

When last I had the happiness of being in 
your society at Stowe, the conversation (worthy 
the season, for it was over a Christmas fire) turned 
upon the subjects treated of in the first part of 
the following pages ; and both yourself and the 
Duke seemed to be struck with the Ofiley story, 
though the details of it, as now appended, were 
not then given. 

It is certainly so far new, that even the chief 
fact, of the preternatural appearance, has never to 
my knowledge been in print. However that may 
be, your Grace did me the honour to wish me to 
let you present it to Sir Walter Scott, or put it 
into writing myself; which last I promised to do. 
But the many eventful scenes I was afterwards 
engaged in, chiefly and severely of domestic cala-* 
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mity, and ending in a distressing and lengthened 
illness, prevented the performance of my promise. 
I know not if I have even now succeeded. But if 
your Grace will accept the Narrative, (no doubt a 
little garnished in the details, but in the main true^ 
as an unfeigned tribute of esteem for virtues uni- 
versally acknowledged, you will add greatly to the 
favours you have conferred upon . 

Your most obliged humble Servant. 

THE AUTHOR. 



The above address had scarcely been sent from 
the Continent to England, to be printed, when by 
an unexpected and most lamented death, the 
amiable and illustrious person for whom it was 
intended was taken from the world which her 
presence may be said to have blessed as well as 
adorned. 

This reminiscence may, in consequence, by- 
some be thought to be out of place, and therefore 
perhaps better avoided. The Author hopes how- 
ever to be forgiven, if to perpetuate the veneration 
which he ever entertained for the virtues of this 
admirable lady, gives him a melancholy pleasure 
which he does not wish to part with; and he there- 
fore is unwillin£^ to cancel the attempt. 



ST. LAWRENCE. 



CHAPTER I. 

" The air bites shrewdly j 
It is a nipping and an eager air." 

'' What ! has this thing 

AppearM again to night ? 

Shakespeare. 

It was as cold as it ought to be at Christmas^ 
and moreorer the rain and the haQ and the snow^ 
were blown with fearful violence against the walls 
of Castle Campbell, which stood beetling on a 
rock overhanging the sea, near the Midi of Can'^ 
tyre, in Scotland. 

The wind whistled shrilly through the crevices 
of doors and windows ; and even the rolling of 
thunder, so uncommon at this time of year, was 
heard, at first in the distance, but approaching 
nearer and nearer, till it burst over the roc^, part 
of which it destroyed. 

A large party, though engaged in the convivial- 
ity of dinner, were so far ' affected, not to say 
alarmed, that the conversation often paused, and 
even the progress of the banquet was sometimes 
arrested, while, in silence, the guests contemplated 
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one another's countenances, to read in them the va- . 
rious impressions made by the storm. 

Mr. Campbell, the owner of the castle, entreated 
his firiends not to be alarmed, for it had stood the 
buffeting of many worse attacks than the present. 
The howling of the wind however, and the banging 
of doors, continued till the dinner became almost a 
Quaker's meeting ; and the excitement was not at all 
diminished, by the Mditre-^^ Hotel entering to b^ 
his master's presence among the lower (he might 
have added the upper) servants, who, he said, 
Gould not be persuaded that Sawney Bean had 
not again come from over the sea, full five years 
before his time. 

At this time some of the guests shuddered; but 
Mr. Campbell set up a laugh, which gave them 
(especially the ladies) some comfort; for their 
own alarm had been evidently by no means quieted, 
by the tidings brought by the Mditre^^ Hotel ; 
although who Sawney Bean was, or what the allu* 
aion, no one could make out. 

Mr. Campbell, apologizing for a few minutes 
absence, left the room to appease his domestics ^ 
though no mere reasoning could persuade them 
out of their fears of Sawney Bean. His return 
created a general inquiry as to this mysterious 
person; and aU but two or three Scotch gen- 
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Hf who knew the story, entreated Mr. Camp- 
"to inform them. 
" Why," s^d he, " there certainly was such a 
person, and a liorrid fellow he was ; so t]iat if you 
have not a mind to have your blood run cold, you 
had better not inquire." 
" Well 1 but," said several, " the meaning of com- 
ity frmn over the sea full five years before his 
time?" 

" I had better tell you his history at once,"' 
said Mr. Campbell ; upon which, the dinner being 
over, the company all huddled closer round the 
fire, while the hubbub from without did not de- 
crease the interest within. 

"Sawney Bean," said Mr. Campbell, "was a 
robber, and a murderer, {by many thought to be 
the devil himself,) who lived several years in a 
ji on the opposite coast of Ireland." 
Vhen ? " cried several voices. 
Jit the beginning uf the sixteentli century," 
Bed Mr. Campbell, "but in what year I have 
foi^otten. Certain it is, he was a cannibal as 
well an a murderer, and hved, himself and his 
wife and children, upon the bodies and blood of 
the linfortunate people who fell into their hands." 
" Heaven preserve us ! " said all the iwmpany, 
while the rain beat louder and louder against the 
jnaduws. 
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** His cave," continaed Mr. Campbell, ^* com-: 
municated with the sea, but was ahnost closed up 
with rocks, on one side ; and opened on the other 
into the country, through a subterranean passage, 
covered entirely with furze and briars. People 
perpetually disappeared from the fields, and were 
searched for, but always in vain. The land seemed 
under a curse, and the inhabitants began to abandon, 
it. However, this horrible family were atlengtii dis-* 
covered; for the fewness of their victims began' to 
tempt them farther than usual from their strong<« 
hold. A farmer, with his wife behind him, on 
horseback, being attacked by three of Bean's sons^ 
in the scuffle the wife fell off, and immediately 
not only her throat was cut, but her blood drunk 
by one of these fiends, while the other two endea- 
voured to do as much by her husband. 

^' The farmer, however, whose name was Camp-^ 
beU, wrought to madness by what he had seen, 
fought so stoutly with a loaded whip, that the 
wretches sought safety in flight; and the farmer 
pursuing them, saw the aperture through which 
they escaped under ground, and having marked 
it, immediately proceeded to the next town, where, 
being joined by a competent force, well armed, he 
returned to the spot he had marked, and headinghis 
companions through the subterranean passjEige,tiiey 
found this Modem Cacus, with his four sons and 



ST. LAWRENCB. I61 

fotir daughters ; — who it seemed^ to fill up the 
measure of their wickedness^ had married, as they 
«ame to suitable ages. They all endeavoured to 
make their escape through the opening towards 
the sea ; but the previous night, probably such a 
one as this, had rolled shingle and loose fragments 
of rock into the nook^ so as to close them up like 
a waU. 

^* They were all taken prisoners, bound hand and 
foot, and soon after hanged ; but not tiU some of 
them made confession of their cannibalism ; which 
was confirmed by the finding a number of hams 
strung round the cave, which had all the appear^^ 
ance of swine^s flesh, but which they confessed to 
be human/^ 

An exckmation from ahnost aU the company 
here interrupted Mr. Campbell, whom they en- 
treated not to proceed. ^^ It was too horrible ! it 
covld not be! and in such a night too, to tell 
such a story !'* 

^ But we are yet to learn/* fiaid one gentleman, 
** what is the meaning of this wretch's coming 
over the sea before his time.'^ 

*^ Scotland would not be Scotland," returned 
Mr. Campbell, ^^ if some such appendage had not 
been added to the tale. In truth the whole 
neighbourhood believed that the storm which 
had closed the sea entrance had been the express 
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work of Providence ; for it never happened before. 
Sawney believed it too ; and the farmer who toek 
him, being a Campbell, who had emigrated to tht 
north of Ireland from this place, he swore, as he 
was led to execution, that he would visit it every 
twenty years, and bring destruction upon aM of 
the name.'' 

^^ And did he ?" said the gentleman who asked 
the former question. 

'^ I do not find that in the history/' answered 
Mr. Campbell ; ^^ but it is certain that there is a 
tradition of periodical storms of a frightful nature 
which, perhaps, might measure this number of 
years. About fifteen years %go a hurricane more 
resembling those of the West Indies than of this 
coast, boisterous as it is, destroyed the whole vil- 
lage, with many Campbells in it ; though the castle 
was too strong to be more than a little damaged. 
Hence, as the tradition had marked a twenty year 
periodical mischief, and the night is what we see 
and hear, no doubt my people think it is Sawney 
Bean that has raised this tremendous storm — ^that 
is, has come five years before his time.*' 

« After alL this is but superstitious nonsense," 
said the gentleman, whose name was St. Lawrence. 
^^ I was in hopes not only the storm was preter* 
natural, but that it had been called down by some 
particular wickedness of you Campbells; not to 
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just fcte of so vile a wretch. It is 
evident that Providence could never favour an 
interference in such a case ; though it may have 
called forth this very storm for some other, to us, 
inscrutable, purpose." 

Here tlie ladies, and some of the gentlemen, 
became a little agitated ; the rattling from without 
WM deemed eren portentous ; and a sort of so- 
lemnity, which no one was willing to acknowledge, 
pervaded all. The words " Providence, for in- 
scrutable purposes," were repeated, and its power 
of interposing (which no one denied) gradually 
turned into that graver question so often debated, 
but so little settled, whether it ever did interpose, 
through any but second, that is natural causes. 

" I am inclined to believe it has," said Mr. St. 
XiBwrence. 

w^ There have certwnly been tales to tliat effect," 
d several. 

^ Can yon mention one i " asked Mr. Campbell 
-*~"one, not upon hearsay, not bandied about 
through a thousand mouths, und with t«n thou- 
sand exaggerations and alterations, so as that no 
one can know the same story when twice told ? " 

" Yet the belief in immediate interposition, by 
dreams, prophecies, and apparitions, has been uni- 
versal," said Mr. St. Lawrence, " and still is the 
creed of many," 
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That is/' replied Mr. Campbell^ ^^ because, as 
has been well said, all feeling is for it, though all 
reason is against it. With such uncertainties in 
human events, the direct proof of a providential 
interference is comfortable to man, at least to 
good men ; and I myself would be the first to 
beUeve it, if the proof were well and irresistibly 
authenticated. Are you in possession of any 
such ? " 

^^ That remains to be seen,'' answered Mr. St. 
Lawrence, and fell into musing. ^^ But mean- 
time,'^ added he, ^^ there are many cases in wliidi 
the evidence is so remarkable, and so sincerely 
believed by the parties concerned, that it almost 
comes up to what you require.'* 

" You, perhaps,^' observed Mr. Campbell, '^re^ 
fer to the Bloomberg, the Lytdeton, the Percival, 
Imd other stories of the same kind; — ^to all which I 
reply, they have never been sufficiently examined 
to know what in them is true, what false ; to say 
nothing of the object, which is generally infra dig. 
The discovery of a pot of money, or even the 
writings of the estate of a private individual, can 
jsurely not be of importance enough to require 
preternatural interference. What was therein 
Mr. Bloomberg, respectable as he was, to make it 
likely that a revelation was made in favour of hia 
money concerns ? '^ 
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• ' ^^ A pot of money," answered Mr. Lawrence, 
** may be infra dig ; but what think you of a mur- 
der, not otherwise discovered ? — as in a case I 
could name ; or still more, the proof of another 
world, allowed in mercy to unhappy doubters ? — ^as 
in the case of Lord Lyttleton and Mr. Andrews, 
which you seem to despise.'^ 
. *^ What you can tell of your own knowledge in 
any case, I must be bound to believe,^^ said Mr. 
Campbell, "but then it must be knowledgej not 
belief. I would therefore ask if you have more 
proof of Lord Lyttleton^s appearance to Mr. Miles 
Peter Andrews, than the mere reports we all of us 
heard ?^' 

" I heard the story from Mr. Andrews's own 
mouth,^' said Mr. St. Lawrence. 

All the company now joined Mr. Campbell in 
requesting to hear particulars so authenticated. 
The wind still howled, but was less and less re^ 
garded ; and the fire being made brighter with some 
crackling logs, Mr. St. Lawrence had every advan- 
tage from attention which he could possibly desire ; 
and he thus began. 

" I had often heard much, and read much, of 
Lord Lyttleton's seeing a ghost before his death ; 
«nd of himself, as a ghA, appearing to Mr. 
Andrews; arid one evening, sitting next to that 
gentleman during a pause in the debates of the 
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H.vtfM' %^t* Commons, I ^^zimred to ask him whether 
^iffc^ xkiBLS any, and w'r^: truth in the detailed 
<.v> so confidently related. Mr. Andrews, as 

m 

tv^«jip I ouglit to have expected, did not much 
ikc the conversation ; he looked grave and uneasy, 
j^rni I asked pardon for my impertinent curiosity. 
I ;.vu this, lie very good-naturedly said, it is not 
a su!\ioi*t I am fond of, and least of all in such a 
f^v as this ; but if you will come and dine with me, 
1 «*.U tell YOU what is true, and what is false. I 
^;iy urcoptcd the propoaal, and I think my re- 
A'^*(i^^ii i^ perfect as to the following narrative : 

-^ Mr. Andrews, in his youth, was the boon com- 
,^- ou, not to say fellow rake, of Lord Lyttleton, 

^\v\ as is well known, was a man distinguished 
t^ 5>i*,uios, but also for a profligacy of morals 
,.\v>^ tow could equal. With all this he was 
^wvv<*Mo for what may be called unusual cowar- 
^y. ^ one so determinedly wicked. He never 
^-v^'WV. y^*^ could never stifle his conscience. 
V 'V^v'V would allow, yet never could deny, a 

^^, V ^Mmo; and he contemplated with un- 

.^»^ » vcrrv^r, what would probably be his o\ni 
. ., %Ach a world if there was one. He was 

v^.,v tiv'Uuoholy with fear, or mad in defiance; 

^ ,^^vm1<> his principal misery here, was, that 
^ u* endeavours, he never could extin- 
,^ oKA^I of an hereafter. 
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' ^^ He once came down to breakfast, pfele with the 
agony he had suffered in a dream, which at first 
he woTild not reveal. It turned out that for his 
sins he thought he was inclosed in a globe of iron, 
of the dimensions of the earth, heated red hot. 
At that time all the world were execrating Mrs. 
Brownrigg, who was hanged for whipping one of 
her apprentices, a little girl, to death. Lord Lyt- 
kton had the greatest^ hatred to her very name ; 
tod to aggravate his,^igM|hment, he thought this 
wretch was enclos4|d ^if^phim in his globe of' hot 
iron. An imaginafioH so strong could not but be 
active, inquiring, restless ; all which, added to his 
fears, made him harp incessantly upon the ques- 
tion of a. future life. He used often to discUss it 
with liis friend Andrews, to whom he at last said, 
^ Well ! if I die first, and am allowed, I will come 
and inform you.' This was but a little before his 
death. That death was attended with so many 
mysterious reports of ghosts, iWamings, and pro- 
phecies, most of them such eMire inventions, that 
I shall not trouble the company with them, but 
hasten to Mr. Andrews's part of th6 story.? 

*' But," said one of the ladies, ^^ when yoii say 
most of therriy do you mean that any one was well 
founded ? '' A 

"I can only tell, and md^ed imdertake no 
more," replied Mr. St. Lawrence, ^^ what I learned 
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from Mr. Andrews himself, who, I feel sure, 'is 
good authority. It is true that the night before 
Lord Lyttleton died, a fluttering of a bird was 
heard, and perhaps a bird seen on the window 
curtains. It is not true that Mrs. Humphreys, or 
any other departed lady whom he had seduced, ap- 
peared and warned him of his end. It is true that 
he himself thought he was to die at a given hour, 
and the clock was put on, in order to deceive hun 
into comfort. It is also true that he was found 
dead with his watch in his hand, at but a few 
minutes after the time he mentioned as his last* 
But it is equally true, that upon any great agita- 
tion, he was subject to a swelling of the throat, 
which, without immediate assistance, might kill 
him by strangulation. However, the coincidence 
of event with prophecy was at any rate most re- 
markable.*' 

" Agreed,'^ said Mr. Campbell, ^^ but no more 
than coincidence.'^ 

^' I mention it only as such,'' observed Mr. St. 
Lawrence ; " but come we now to Andrews. An- 
drews was at his house at Dartford, when Lord 
Lyttleton died at Pitt Race, Epsom, thirty miles 
off. Andrews's house was full of company, and he 
expected Lord Lyttlvn, whom he had left in his 
tisual state of health, to join them the next day, 
which was Sunday. Andrews himself feeling 



16!) 

much indisposed on the Saturday evening, retired 
early to bed, and requested Mrs. Pigou, one ot" 
his guests, to do the honours of the supper table. 
He admitted that when in bed he fell into a feverish 
sleep, but was waked between eleven and twelve 
by somebody opening liis curtains. It was Lord 
LytUeton in a night-gown and cap, which Andrews 
recognised. He also plainly spoke to him, say- 
ing, be was come to tell him all was over. 

" The world said, he informed him that there was 
another stat«, and bade him repent, &c. See. That 
was not so, and I confine myself to the exact 
words of this relation." 

" You are quite right." said Campbell. 

*' Now it seems," continued St. Lawrence. 
" that Lord Lyttleton was fond of horse-play, or 
what we should call mauvaise plaisanterie ; and 
banng often made Andrews the subject of it, the 
latter had threatened him with manual chastise- 
ment the next time it occurred. On the present 
occasion, thinking this annoyance renewed, he 
threw the first things he could find, which were 
bis slippers, at Lord Lyttleton's head. The figure 
retreated towards a dressing-room, tu/iich had no 
itiffresa or etp-ess, except through Ihe bedchamber ,- 
and Andrews, very angry, leapt out of bed to fol- 
low it into the dressing-room. It was not there, 
Stirprised, he returned to the bed-room, which he 

VOL. I. I 
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Strictly searched. The door was locked on the* 
inside, yet no Lord Lyttleton was to be found. 
He was astonished^ but not alarmed^ so convinced 
was he that it was some trick of Lord Lyttleton ; 
who he supposed had arrived according to his en-r 
gagement, but after he, Andrews, had retired. 
He therefore rang for his servant, and asked if 
Lord Lyttleton was not come. The man said 
no. ^ You may depend upon it,' replied he, out 
of humour, ^ he is somewhere in the house, for he 
was here just now, and is playing some .trick.' 
But how he could have got into the bed-room, 
with the door locked, puzzled both master and 
man. Convinced, however, that he was some- 
where in the house, Andrews, in his anger, ordered 
that no bed should be given him — saying he might 
go to an inn, or sleep in the stables. Be that 
as it may, he never appeared again, aud Andrews^ 
went to sleep. 

^'' It happened that Mrs. Pigou was to go to 
town early the next morning. What was her 
astonishment, having heard the disturbance of the 
night before, to hear on her arrival about nine 
o'clock, that Lord Lyttleton had died the very 
night he was supposed to have been seen. She 
immediately sent an express to Dartford with the 
news ; upon the receipt of which, Andrews, quite 
well, and remembering accurately all that had 
passed, swooned away. He could not understand 
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it, but it had a most serious eflfect upon him; so 
that, to use his owii expression, he wes not his 
own man again for three years. 

^^ Such is this celebrated story, stript of its 
ornaments and exaggerations; and for one, I own, 
if not convinced that this was a real message from 
Heaven, which certainly I am not, I at least think 
the hand of Providence was seen in it ; working 
upon the imagination, if you please, and therefore 
suspending no law of nature (though that, after 
all, is but an ambiguous term) ; but still ProviT 
dence, in a character not to be mistaken.'^ 

^^ And for what purpose }" asked Mr. Camp- 
bell ; ^^ to reclaim a gunpowder merch?int ? If 
you measure the importance of the interfeicence 
with the object, surely it refutesi itself. Even 
heathen Horace is better than a Divine on this 
subject: — nee Detis inter sit nisi diguus vindice no • 
dusJ' 

" I feel all the force of that argument,'* said 
Mr. St. Lawrence, ^^ if the object rested where 
you suppose it. But it is not so. Who is to 
calculate the immensity of the effect upon thou- 
sands of doubting minds, which only one authen- 
ticated account of an apparently very trifling in- 
terposition may create ? Andrews might be little 
in himself; a speck, forming the centre of a small 
circle ; but that circle might be the centre of 
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dthers, and those again of many more ; so that 
once establish the interference, however apparently 
humble the immediate object, the benefit to reli- 
ifion in tlie world at large would be beyond imagi- 
nation. You say yourself, that one well proved 
revelation would make you a believer. Here, at 
least, is a coincidence that almost astounds us; 
nor, if true (as I believe it to be), does it affect 
the belief of its being a real interference, that Mr. 
Andrews was not of sufficient importance to jus- 
(ifv it No ! not even if it could be proved that 
it had no effect upon his own conduct in life. 
You will say, perhaps, that Andrews allows he 
tnis in a feverish sleep when disturbed by the ap- 
pearance of his friend, and that such an appear- 
ance is in the very nature of an unhealthy dream. 
But vou vnll observe that he was perfectly awake 
when he threw his slippers at his head ; when he 
«air him retreat to the dressing-room ; and when 
ke got out of bed to follow him. But even if all 
4iis weiv merely fancy, may not Providence work 
Wr the instrumentality of fancy, as well as reality ? 
/j if the object be of sufficient importance, as I 
^y^^ I have shewn it to be, and the event prove 
. Jl^racter of the transaction, is it less Provi- 
^gM because set before the imagination instead 
^^ senses. 
^Aj|ia:at least ingenious,^' said Mr. CampbdL 
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The company almost one and aU said it was 
conTincing, but particularly as to the argument 
drawn from the want of consequence in the im-* 
mediate parties. 

^^ We may allow, therefore,", added Mr. St. 
Lawrence, ^^ that provided tiie fact of the interpo- 
sition be proved from the events the difficulty of 
b^ef from circumstances, (md circumstances onlyy 
is over. On what else but this coincidtoce of 
events, does the whole great miracle of prophecy 
istand in our Sacred Books ? Yet matiy prc^hecies 
may not appear of sufficient importance! and the 
prophets themselves were o(tt^ -ttteah^ Hudf what 
Is more, wicked. I remitmber indeed h eMe "v^hich 
eftoe much interested me, where the interference 
(if it was interference, of which I atn by no tioeftti^ 
dertam) was in favour of incontSstible guilt/' 

Here St. Lawrence hesitated^ and Mr. Camp- 
bell's visitors aU started at this preMnble, but eth^ 
treated him to gratify! after having so mueh raised! 
iheir curiosity. 

St. Lawrence went on* 

^ At the memorable dinner 6t Mr. Andrews's 
which I have mentioned, his story naturally re- 
called many others of the sam6 kind ; and one 
voluble gentieman, who had a greater range than 
Accuracy of memory> asserted that Sir Evan 
Kepem, when Under. Secretary of State, .had been 
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warned by a vbion to saye the lives of three oi* 
four persons^ who^ but for this appearance, would 
all of them have been hanged through Sir Evan's 
nq^lect. 

^^ You may suppose we did not give much 
credence to this; but knowing Sir Evan Nepean 
very well, I informed him of what he was chaiged 
with, and b^ged him to tell me what the ghost 
said. ^ The gentleman/ said he good humour- 
edly, ^ romances not a little ; but what he alludes 
to is the most extraordinary thing that ever 
happened to m^' 

^ He went on tell me that one night, several 
years before, he had the most unaccountable 
wakefulness that could be imagined. He was in 
perfect health; had dined early and moderately; had 
no care, nothing to brood over, and was perfectly 
self-possessed. Still he could not sleep, and 
firom eleven till two in the morning had never 
closed an eye. It was summer, and twilight was &r 
advanced; and to dissipate the ennui of his wake- 
fidness, he resolved to rise and breathe the mbm- 
Uig air in the Park. There he saw nothing but 
sleepy sentinels, whom he rather envied. He 
passed the Home Office several times, and at last, 
without any particular object, resolved to let 
himself in with his pass key. The book of entries 
of the day before lay open upon the table, and in 
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, sheer listlessness^ he began to read. The first 
thing appalled him — ^A reprieve to be sent to 
York for the Coiners ordered for execution the . 
next day.' It struck him that he had had no 
return to his order to send the reprieve ; and he 
searched the minutes^ but could not find it. In 
alarm he went to the house of the Chief Clerk^ who 
lived in Downing Street; knocked him up (it was 
then long past three)^ and asked him if he knew 
anything of the rejprieve being sent. In greater 
alarm^ th^ Chief Clerk could not remember. ^ You 
are scarcely awake/ said Sir Evan ; * collect your- 
self; it must have been sent.' 

^^ The Chief Clerk said he did now recollect he 
had sent it to the Clerk of the Crown, whose 
business it was to forward it to York.'' 

" Good/' said Sir E. " but have you his receipt 
and certificate that it is gone ? " 

*^Nor' 

^^ Then come with me to his house; we mus 
find him, it is so early." It was now four, and the 
Clerk of the Crown lived in Chancery Lane. 
Thiere was no hackney coach, and they almost 
ran. The Clerk of the Crown had a country 
house, and meaning to have a long holiday, he 
was at that moment stepping into his gig to go 
to his villa. Astonished at the visit of the Under- 
Secretary at such an hour, he was still more so 
at his business* 
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- ^r ood " cried the Clerk of the Crown> 
a« yp rt mf is locked up in my desk.^ It was 
s^.<cic; Sir Eran sent to the post office for the 
and fleetest express; and the reprieve 
York the next mornings at the momeat 
^ inliappY people were ascending the cart.'' 

" .Another excellent story," said Mr. Campbell, 
««iiuf St. Lawrence had finished ; ^^ but equally 
\Mic«)nTincing. Here there is not a pretence of an 
'mitr/ereucey for everything is by second causes, 
ttiii might have happened to any man.'' 

- If interference," replied St. Lavnrence, ^ mean 
tiie setting aside the laws of nature, (which phrase 
I w^ say is ambiguous talk,) this anecdote 
otrcunly does not bear that character. But not 
3je Wss was it, according to my creed, provi- 
iWac»I : because all things are providential — that 
'tis jil second causes are planned by Providence for 
•u* *^wu just ends, though we cannot fathom them. 
t\rim|-wT therefore, in order to avoid the ambi- 
Mucv of the word interference, which alone seems 
91) vott to be providentialj we ought to call cases 
^ w& s^^ remarkable. It is certain that if, as 
^gu s<^m to xXraiky providence of necessity means 
^i^uie^ there is no such thing; for miracles have 



w^l $kK>uld like to hear this detailed," said 
^^yi^li5^ •^ for you seem to have studied it." 
•• It wvHzld take us too long,^' replied St. Law^ 
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TiBilCd ; ^' and though the stonn and Sawney Bcian 
hmt^ made us all serious^ We kr& not fit for so 
grave a dissertation/* 

** Upholding Providence in all things/' ob- 
fi^h^ed Cainpbell, " I wonder you have not en- 
tered the region of dreams^ those ^ airy nothings/ 
yet so wonderful in story/* 

** The philosophy of dreams/* observed Mr. St. 
Lawrence, ^^ is one of the most puzzling in natural 
or ethical philosophy, and was one of the de3i^ 
derata which Lord Bacon left as a legacy fot 
posterity to unravel. For the most part, tb«y 
are what you have called them,' airy" n<>things/ 
The reason is, that for one instance of Coincidence 
of events with a dreeun, there are^ iDiiUions' of 
fimcies which cannot even be recollected. A 
subject too which the dreamer has brooded over 
dU day, may be, and frequently is, pursued even in 
lEdeep. Favourite sounds are repeated $ favourite 
paijtsages in authors ; and even difficulties in com- 
position whii^h have baffled waking endeavours, 
fl9 I have heard scholars say, have been suddenly 
»et right in a dream. Of course a particular con 
tkict long revolved when awake, may also seem t6 
be reconraiended in sleep, and the event to<> may 
sometimes coincide with the fancy, so that the 
dream may appear prophetic. Of this there bavd 
been a few, a very few examples. Thare is one in 

I 5 



1?8 jSfT. LAWRENCE. 

those interesting memoirs of the Chevalier John* 
stone^ (of course known to all you Scotch gentle- 
men,) by which his life was saved after the battle 
of CuUoden/' 

Some of the English guests of Mri Campbell 
here begged to know particulars. 

^^ He was much sought for after the battle/' 
said St. Lawrence, *^ and, if taken, would inevitably 
have been shot. In a precarious concealment he 
dreamt, that if he would attempt to go to Endin- 
burgh, to a particular lady there, he would not 
only succeed in reaching the city, but his life 
would be saved. He obeyed the dream^ and its 
prophecy was accompUshed. 
'*'•;; "These coincidences however are so.evidently 
the e^ect of chance, and the dreamer is so entirely 
«t the mercy of his fancy> from being totally with* 
0iit power over his faculties, that no argument 
for a preternatural interference can be raised upon 
them. But this is not the case with waking ap- 
pearances. One, and one only dream, so authen- 
ticated that it cannot be doubted, has moved me 
with something like a belief that it might have 
been sent from Heaven. A life was certainly for- 
feited by it. But I fear I have dwelt too long.^' 

^^ No ! no ! '^ cried all the company, and their 
shrewd landlord at their head ; " we will not let 
you off/* And Mr. Campbell added, ^ Scotchman 
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as I am, you may prepare for a very severe criti-» 
dsm of anything preternatural.' 

" I have already detailed my creed as to this," 
replied St. Lawrence, ^^ by holding that ^ provi- 
dential^ does not necessarily mean preternatural* 
But as to the fact of my dream, and its important 
consequences, I defy your criticism, sin<;e I can- 
not be said to know it from hearsay, but have exa- 
mined into the truth of all its parts myself." 

" This is charming,^' cried sJeveral voices. 

^^ It happened,^^ continued St. Lawrence, ^^ some 
thirty or more years ago, when in my young days 
I used to attend as a grand juryman at Lancaster. 
There had been a sad murder committed upon 
a young person of the name of Horrocks, whichji^ • 
from his being very amiable, created more tharf: 
ordinary interest and curiosity. He was found 
robbed, and his head beaten in with bludgeons, .^v r. 
near the gate of a field belonging to a farmer of ' ■' 
good repute, who was in the midst of his harvests 
It was by na means late, being in fact a clear 
autumnal evening; which increased the sense of 
danger, as well as indignation, of the neighbour- 
hood. Strict, long, and incessant search was 
made for' the murderers ; great rewards offered, • 
without success ; yet the interest and the search ;; 
continued for months. 

" Horrocks had a very particular friend, a 
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weaver^ and a Methodist like hilnself. tlie gneS^ 
as well as eagerness of this man to discover the 
murderer, seemed interminable; he brooded orer 
it morning, noon^ and night; but six months 
elapsed, and no discovery took place. 

^^ kt length one night he waked in great agita- 
tion, and told his wife that God had revealed to 
him in a dream^ that Samuel Longwith^ of Boltpn^ 
was the murderer of Horrocks. This Longwith, 
be it observed^ was a man with whom he had no 
acquaintance, whom he had scarcely ever seen^ 
and who Hved twenty miles oflF. 

" The wife, thinking this the mere wandering.of 
a mind absorbed with one melancholy idea,.begg<ed 
him to be composed, and not indulge fancies so 
injurious to another. He Ustened to her, and fell 
again asleep, but again waked with greater horror, 
saying he had had the same dream, and waa now 
so sure he was right, that hfs resolved to set. out 
instantly for Bolton, and apply for a warrant 
against Longwith. He did so, and offered his 
deposition to a magistrate, who very properly 
tefused it for want of proof. 

" Tlie weaver retired in mortification, but.pass* 
ing through the market, met Longwith, whom he 
immediately desired to go to a pubUc house with 
him, for he had something particular to commu- 
liicate. There, locking the door, he at once told 
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him his errand. Longwith was seized with all 
the disorder of guilt — ^faintly denied the accusa*^ 
tion — and in his confusion said he was innocent^ 
FOR HE did not strike the blow. — ^ Then vou 
know who did/ repUed the weaver ; and returning 
to the magistrate with this conversation^ a warrant 
was granted^ and the man 'taken up and examined. 
For near three days he denied, but with prevaii* 
cation enough to prevent his discharge. At length, 
after many hours spent in prayer, he desired to 
make confession. He then stated that he had 
been seduced by three persons to join thjem on a 
robbing expedition — that they took the road to 
Lancaster, where meeting Horrocks, who made 
resistance, his companions, not himself, beat him 
with bludgeons till he died. 

" This confession came out before the Grand 
Jury, and, upon it, Longwith was brought to trial. 
The dream, and every thing deemed supernatural, 
was' of course not recorded, and indeed not offeired 
in evidence ; but the accuser, the wife, and the 
magistrate who committed the prisoners, all bore 
testimony to the truth of the preliminaries I have 
narrated. I was at the trial, and the man, who 
was doggedly silent after being found guilty, again 
confessed his guilt just before his execution ; to 
the no small satisfaction of the Judge (Rook); who 
had no doubts, h\tt many fears, arising from th^ 
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{Miudty of the evidence^ and the peculiar natui^ 
of the facts which led to the discovery." 

'^ Your story is curious/' said Mr. Campbell^ 
*^ whatever inference you or others may draw from 
it ; and I like it the better^ because, from the want 
of acquaintance with Longwith, in the accuser, 
the accomplishment of the dream would by many 
be scarcely held to be the eflFect of chance. Yet 
at present I think it was.'' 

" It seems quite convincing," observed several 
of the company. 

" You, see, however,'' added Campbell, ^^ that 
this is a mere insulated case, and the philosophy 
of dreams must be better settled before it can be 
made to tell." 

^^ Who can say what secret associations of 
memory, or combinations of faney^ brought this 
man to the mind of the sleeping methodist. And 
is not that Providence ? " answered St. Lawtencfc. 

^^At any rate," said Campbell^ " give me 
* something more than phantasy.' One real appa- 
rition, like Lord Lyttleton's, supposing, it reali 
and not the creation of * a feverish sleep,' and I 
will gladly yield the question.' " 

^^ What you ask," returned St. Lawrence, ^^ it is 
impossible, or hardly possible to comply with; 
because, according to my doctrine on this subject, 
an intervention does not necessarily mean a 
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miracle^ thoiigh a miracle is certainly an interven- 
tion.'^ 

** How is it Providence unless it is miracle ? ^^ 
' asked Campbell. • 

*^ That would carry us too far — perhaps out of 
our depths/* replied St. Lawrence ; ^^ yet I think 
the theory of a perpetual government of the Al- 
mighty, .spite of the objections drawn from free 
will, not so difficult ; and upon a fit occasion, I 
should have pleasure in discussing it, as clearing 
up much of the doubt and obscurity of our present 
subject. It is sufficient for that, if I can show 
that an appantion does not necessarily imply 
reality i but only an appearance^ which being the 
offspring of fancy^ brought about by second 
causes, and those second causes always foreseen, 
permitted, and approved by Providence at the 
creation of the world, all the. object of such an 
appearance may be answered, and yet no laW of 
nature be suspended." 

^* This is deep indeed,*^ said Mr. Campbell, 
ruminating upon the wordsi ^* Another time I 
may tax your ingenuity to explain it. At pre- 
sent I want a case more tangible than a weaver's 
dream." 

" Perhaps I could satisfy you even in this,'^ 
replied St. Lawrence, ^^ by a remarkable relation 
I once heard, and shall never forget; but the storyji 
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which I might rank as a cause dUbre, is really 
too long for an attention already fatigued. 'Hie 
evening is much advanced, and as the storm seems 
abated^ I believe something more cheerful wouU 
be more welcome. What think you of mussic 
instead of ghosts ? '^ 

'^ Not so agreeable by half/' etdaimed seTeral 
of the company, ^ especially always keeping in 
■view the great question of Providence, by which 
we hope to profit." 

Mr. Campbell approving this proposal, and 
only moving to adjourn to the drawing room for 
coffee, as soon as that repast was over, St. Lttw- 
rence gave the following history. 

It is now alome years since I paid an interesting 
visit to one of my father's friends, a Mr. Offley of 
Derbyshire. He was then exceedingly old, and 
died soon after. His house had been built in 
different ages, and was of all kinds of architecture 5 
but the gothic having been its original style, there 
were many remains of it, particularly in imim- 
mense kitchen^ and a gallery of black oak, in which 
I was very fohd of walking, when my friend waa 
occupied elsewhere. Among other things,. I wa» 
struck with a low, but exceedingly thick door, 
with most masisive hinges of iron spreading in 
eirdet all over it, like our old church docurs. Ifi 
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Was also stroDgly barred and padlocked, so as 
very mucli to move my curiosity. In examining 
this relic uf antiquity by myself (for my friend 
was from home), and indulging various conjectures, 
whether its low Saxon archway did not denote the 
age of Offa, King of Mercia, from whom I knew 
my friend descended ; whether it had been the 
door of the dungeon, when the house was a castle ; 
what scenes it had witnessed, what stories it bad 
to tell ; I felt quite at a loss, for I saw no one I 
could ask for information. A maid-servant indeed 
passed by, and I resolved to apply to her, to 
know at least whither it led, and what it guarded. 
But the girl was evidently hurrying away from 
it; and though I stopt her to ask my question, 
a sort of tremor came over her when she said 
she had heard it shut up a staircase that led to the 
top of a towej; but few knew, for it was always 
locked, and nobody ever had the key but her 
master. 

" Wliat," said I, " I suppose it is or lias been 
haunted." I said this from mere thoughtlessness, 
when I observed the Abigail redden and look 
disconcerted, and, as I thought, seemed very glad 
to scud away from further questions. 

" The ])!ace, observed I to myself, only wants 
tbia to make it perfect; and I wished for my friend 
to return, to explain what I began to think, and 
perhaps to hojx;, was a mystery. In thi: 
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BT friend's butler (a rather garrulous senex) pass- 
u^ through^ I fairly asked him the same question, 
oteerving, that I thought the maid had looked a 
*ank frightened about it." 

- .Ui I " sud my new Cicerone ; " poor ignorant ! 
^ is of the village, and perhaps believes in 
^i«t5, as many of them do : but Lord, Sir, there 
^ no »uch thing in London, and why there should 
be heiv* no one alive can tell.'^ 

- Well reasoned,^^ said I, ^^ but pray can you 
saBBtV my curiosity, and tell me any history that 
i^T belong to this tower ; and as you don^t seem 
K^ be a believer yourself, you perhaps may not be 
g^ud of doing so, though so near to the scene of 

- I would rather, Sir,'^ he replied, " that you 
^guld ask master, who might perhaps think it 
giat«spectful to talk of family secrets. Not that I 
i^^ym them exactly; though I have sometimes heard 
Vyi hint at them, in company that he liked, when 
I liave been waiting upon him at table." 

• V«nilv secrets ! '^ cried I, ^^ more and more cu- 
Where is your master ?'* 

* ^uie to Norton, to a Justice meeting ; but he 
10 tell you he would be back in two hours, 

vas above an hour ago." 
•"It * » long time to wait," said I, laughing, 
for a ghost.'^ 
Sir," cried my new friend, ^* there is 
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no such things and to be sure^ such a gentleman 
as you don't beUeve a word about them; only 
there certainly is something very extraordinary 
which happened to master's father, or rather his 
mother, which is. a history I have often tried, but 
never could tell clear. But his honour will soon 
be home, and will surely tell all to you, and no 
doubt take you up the stairs." 

At this I asked my informant if ever he had 
been up them himself. 

^^ No ! " he said ; " they were so steep and bro- 
ken ; ^' but seeing him too redden, and look rather 
embarrassed, I could not help observing, that of 
course it could be only that; ^* for you,^' I said, 
^^ who have lived so much in town, and have so 
little faith in ghosts, could have no f«ar on their 
accoimt/^ 

^^ O dear no ! " he replied ; *^ but pray, begging 
your honour's pardon for the liberty, may I ask 
if you think there can be such things? For 
though I think not, and am butler to his honour, 
I know I am no scholar beyond writing and read- 
ing, and keeping the cellar accounts.^' 

" Very modest of you, Mr. Ambrose,^' said I ; 
" but pray, did you ever asik the minister of the 
parish ? '^ 

"Yes ! but he only laughed at me, and told me 
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to meddle with things I faad no c^iacity for. 
He seemed, indeed^ to think tiiat nobody could 
tcU to a certainty/' 

^ And did that aatisfy yon? "^ 

^ I can't aay it did^ Sir ; and I b^an to think 
there might be something in it, and wished to go 
«p the tower, but, somehow or anodier, never did ; 
and passing all the next winter in Londcm, I ner^ 
IliOQght of it again. — ^But I hear my master's 
horses, and as it wants above an hour to dinner, 
no doubt he wiU soon tell you every thii^ about it." 

At these words he disappeaihed, leaving me 
rather impatient to question my firiend upon this 
apparent mystery respecting Ae barred door and 
forbidden tower. We soon came to an uncter- 
standing about it, for I had only to tell him my 
conversation with the maid and his butler, to let 
in the whole subject. 

* As to your maid,'' said I, " I have no doubt 
she thinks there has been a murder committed, 
and that either the victim or the murderer is to be 
found up stairs ; but as to Mr. Ambrose, I find 
he is an esprit forty and from a London educa* 
tion is an ^ Ebrew Jew' as to ghosts.'' 

*The fellow lies," said my friend, laughing; 
" and no more dare go up the tower than the ^ poor 
ignorant ' he so despised." 



V 



ST. LAWRENpBv 189 

^^ But what are the facts/' said I^ rather imixi^ 
tiently^ ^^ for this sort of thing is de man gilAerP 

" Are you a believer ? " asked he. 

"No!'' 

^* An unbeliever ? " 

*^No!" 

" Neither one nor the other ? ^^ 

"No!'' 

"Both?" 

«Yes!'' 

" Upon my word, ^ very good subject to work 
upon, and a most proper companion for Am* 
brose." 

"But the facts— the ftwts/' cried I; "for I 
reaUy am impatient." 

" Suppose we try the staircase ourselves," said 
Mr. OflBiey, ringing the bell. 

" Willingly," answered I. 

Here Mr. Ambrose came in, and was ordered 
to bring the keys of the tower door, and also of 
the padlock to the bar; a proceeding which brought 
the coachman and footman, and all the maid ser- 
vants of the house, to the end of the gallery, where, 
trusting to their master^s good nature, they stood 
peeping, to investigate what they seemed to thmk 
a very serious measure. 

On ascending the stairs, I found them any thing 
but what Mr. Ambrose described ; for in lieu of 
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being steep and broken^ they were easy and well 
laid, and I looked in vain for a dark chasm^ whicli 
I had expected, similar to that dreadful one 
described by our lost wizard, as having caused 
the lamentable murder of poor Amy Robsaxt. 

We were soon at the top, and while, what with 
the steps, and the hope of my story, I was breath- 
less with expectation, my companion coldly 
observed, " how little this was a place for a 
ghost/' 

I was almost angry at his insouciance^ and ex- 
claimed^ ^^ Have you really dragged me up all this 
way for nothing but to see a pigeon house ? The 
darkness of your stairs promised something; but 
here — not even a trap door, or a blood-stained 
piece of flooring, to recompense curiosity — ^it is 
downright bad usage.*^ 

*^ Are you really curious? " answered Mr. Offley, 
^^ and have you a soup f on of faith, enough ta hear 
a story with a machinery, if not preternatural, 
so nearly so in some parts of it, and so critical to 
my fortune, that, even without faith, it might 
command your attention." 

^^ For Heaven's love, let me hear ! " said I, 
thinking of Hamlet and his father's ghost. 

"Sit down awhile," returned he, "and let me 
assail your ears, I wiU not say ^ that are so forti- 
fied against my story,' — for ^ I do find thee apt;'— 
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but guard against delusion^ or you may be like 
Ambrose and the housemaid." 

*^ I would I were," answered I, ^^ but since you 
say your fortune was critically concerned, there 
must be something really'^ to recompense atten* 
tion/' 

^^ There is,'^ he returned; '^and here it is. I 
am now seventy years old, and my father died at 
eighty, some thirty years ago. The event I am 
about to relate happened when he was under fif- 
teen J so that I speak of a time at least a hundred 
years back. At that time this house and estate 
were possessed by the last male of the family of 
Ofiley, who descended lineally from Offa, King of 
Mercia. He was a sickly youth, and was sent to 
Edinburgh both for education and health ; chiefly 
the last. But being an orphan, and his guardian 
much plunged in business of his own, he was placed 
en pension with a supposed respectable Scotch 
writer, highly recommended ; and, as to tuition, he 
wa3s imder the best professors the University could 
aflbrd. He had two sisters, one of them after- 
wards my honoured mother. You shall hear how 
they were implicated in my story; which I ought 
to tell you I found among my father's papers, 
choicely written. But you must go back with me 
for them to the library, where they are deposited 
under lock and key.'* 
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Tou may suppose I assented. We descended 
the stairs of the tower^ which we again closely 
barred up^ and having shut the library door^ Mr. 
Offley began to read from his father's notes^ what 
I was afterwards permitted to copy^ and which in 
fact I have got by heart. 

*^ Sir John CMley, who had always been delicate^ 
at Edinburgh grew worse; so that the greatest fear 
was felt for his life. Indeed^ from the accounts^ 
his dissolution was daily expected by his domes- 
tics^ who were left in charge of the house^ and by 
his sisters, who were abiding with an aunt at Nor* 
ton in this neighbourhood. 

^* On a certain day, one of the domestics, the 
gardener, a man above all suspicion of being an 
enthusiast (having been in fact refused admission 
into the singer's gallery at church, because not 
sufficiently devout), related that he had been thus 
assailed : — ^whether it was reaUty or not, is a ques- 
tion nothing doubted among the vulgar ; and per- 
haps not yet decided among their betters. Being 
careful in his charge, he was accustomed to shut the 
gates of OffleyHouse every evening at dusk. He was 
about to proceed on this duty, when he found his 
hand suddenly stopt by a man who pushed through 
the gate, in all the appearance and likeness of his 
master, Indeed, all question was put an end to 



ar. LAWRENCE. 



193 



by the person, whoever he was, calling to him bj- 
name, asking him how he did, and how all things 
were going on at the Hall. You may suppose he 
was sufficiently surprised ; but, nothing fearing, he 
followed his master, not to the principal entrance, 
but to the outer door of the old tower, at which he 
(the master) puUed out u key, let himself in, and 
proceeded deliberately up the stairs, — whither his 
amazed servant did not think it respectful to follow 
him, but remained at his post till he should think 
proper to descend. This, although the stairs led 
to no place hut the leads, he never did ; and his 
faithful domestic having in vain awaited his return 
till dark night, betook himself to his dame, whose 
ears he harrowed up by reciting what he had seen. 
They imnaediately commenced a search through 
the tower, and all the rooms which they ventured 
to visit ; and, to render things sure, they invited 
two of the neighbours to join them. But all to 
no purpose. No master was to be seen — neither 
in the tower, nor out of it ; and though their asto- 
nishment kept them on the watch the whole night, 
no trace of any master appeared. 

" By this time the neighbourhood became 

alanned, and it was the unanimous opinion that the 

two faithful domestics should shut up the house. 

and remainin it till they heard tidings of Sir John. 

To this, though a (earful proposition, they as 
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sented the rather^ because all agreed that the hand 
of Heaven was upon the family^ either for good 
or for evil. 

^^ The three next days ihey remained in their 
fortress, conversing only through the windows 
with their honest neighbours, who came hourly 
to inquire what news, and departed in a sort of 
holy horror to find there was none. 

" On the fourth day, they had visitors of another 
description. The house it seems was then a 
show-house, and four men now appeared in Scotch 
tartan plaids and bonnets, desiring to be allowed 
to see the premises. 

^^ This was denied from an upper window by the 
jealous guardians, who were inexorable to all the 
threats and anger, as well as all the bribes, which 
were offered to make them comply. But they 
were astounded as well as afflicted when, having 
told th6ir assailants that they never would open 
the house till they heard from their master, they 
were informed that he was dead, and that his 
death took place on the very evening when the 
gardener said he had seen him. This only made 
them the more obstinate ; till after an hour's par- 
ley, the visitors retreated; first breaking a number 
of windows, in revenge for this disappointment." 

Here Mr. Offley stopt for a while, and asked 
me what I thought of it. 
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I will tell you more^ when I know more/' 
replied I. ^^ At present the prologue is good. I 
await the action^ and the denouement.^' 

'^ Of course,'^ renewed Mr. OfBey, ^^ all this 
was told to the neighbours, who of course also all 
assembled in Divan to decide what to do. What 
most moved their wonder was, that wishing to 
ascend the stairs of the tower where Sir John 
had disappeared, they found that the doors, whe- 
ther outer or inner, could not be opened, even 
though the gardener brought the keys committed 
to his keeping. How Sir John had made his 
exit, nobody could tell. It was certain that no 
one else could, in the present state of the door, 
and as certain that, unless he h^d thrown himself 
from the leads, he never could have got out again, 
. after getting in. In this dilemma it was mooted 
whether the door should not be broken open, and 
hatchets were brought for that purpose j when a 
wight, somewhat cooler than the rest, proposed 
that they should lay the whole case before Mr. 
Newton.'* 

*^ And who was Mr. Newton,'^ said I. 

*^ A gentleman of high degree/^ returned Mr. 
Offley, *^ at that time residing, or rather buried in 
seclusion, in the village. I would have shown you 
his house in our rides, but it revived so ipany asso- 
ciations that I forbore. It is surrounded with high 
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walls towards the road^ so that you can hardly see 
it ; and this^ with a mere wicket for a gate^ makes 
many a man pass it without curiosity, thmkiTig it 
a common grange. But it is pretty, though 
gloomy within.** 

** I conclude Mr. Newton was a character,* 
said I. 

^ He was, and as you wiD see, comme ii y en 
a pern. He was a man of good estate, bred to the 
law, by which he hoped to make it better. But 
widi even great abilities, and great acquired know- 
ledge, particularly of human character, he con- 
tracted the strangest notions of the world.** 
He was, perhaps," said I, ^^a misanthrope. 
Any thing but that; but he conceived so ill 
of our power or willingness to do well, that he 
thought it unavailing to live even according to our 
nature, among our fellows. He said all exertion was 
not only selfish, but of no consequence, and that 
if man had the will, he had not the power, to do 
l^ood to other men. In fact, he had fiEdlen into 
apathy, and wished to die. He knew the law, but 
this did not mendthe matter. He could not bear 
lis fictions; said the King's Bench were rogues 
for bringing pleas before them not property be- 
liMlging to them, by supposing trespasses never 
CMiiiioitteid ; and at length he lost all practice by 
mAist. g to sign sham pleas. 
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"However, he continued in Lincoln's Inn long 
enough to become a Bencher ; when he took a final 
resolution to bury himself in this neighbourhood ; 
where the only person he saw, certainly the only 
person he loved, was my grandfather, the father of 
Sir John. Losing him, he was more recluse than 
ever ; though occasionally he used to visit the or- 
phans of his friend, to inquire into their health 
and position. He opposed the sending my uncle 
to Edinburgh (especially without protection) both 
from hia ill health, and the weakness, if I must 
confess it, of his intellect. But being only trus- 
tee, and not guardian, he had no legal power, and 
was overruled by those who had ; and Sir John 
went, never to return. 

** This was the person whom the bewildered rus- 
tics resolved to consult, before they took any mea- 
sures in regard to the apparition, which they now 
as firmly as unanimously beheved, had entered the 
Hall house a few days before, tliough he had never 
since been seen." 

" This," said I, " is probably not the least won- 
derful part of your story: — but go on," 

Mr. Offley proceeded : — " The wonder was that 
Mr. Newton knew notliing of what had passed. 
But it was accounted for by the strangeness of hia 
Kfe, locked sometimes for days in his bed-room, 
with unrazored hpsj a nightcap, and hia books, 
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during which few ventored to interrupt or ap 
proach him. The news even of Sir John^s death 
had not been yet told him; but another commimi- 
cation from Edinburgh to his sisters, which soon 
found its way to Mr. Newton, as their only friend, 
awakened him at once from his trance, and set the 
whole Tillage in a flame. 

"The letter was from Mr. M^weeney, thcf 
writer with whom my unde lodged, and which, 
after stating many particulars of his illness and 
death by consumption^ coolly announced that he 
had made a will properly attested, by which, after 
leaving his two sisters one hundred pounds apiece 
as a remembrance, he bequeathed the whole of 
his property, real and personal, out of pure affec- 
tion and gratitude for his kindness to him in his 
iUness, to the above named M^Sweeney, whom he 
called his landlord and friend. 

" A thunderbolt at his feet, could not have 
aroused Mr. Newton more than this news; and 
being informed that the guardian of the two young 
ladies, who brought the letter, waited to consult 
him, he instantly admitted him; when^ to his 
amazement, he also learned all I have related to 
you respecting the appearance of "Sir John. This 
appearance, as I told you, was on the very evening 
of his death at Edinburgh ; and I think you wiU 
be struck with the coincidence/' 
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I am, indeed," said I, ^^ and it gires birth to 
1^ thousand reflections; but, at present, pray 
go on/^ 

^^ There was an additional circumstance or two,'^ 
continued Offley, ^^ too ridiculous to mention, but 
this - — '' 

^^ For Heaven's sake,'* cried I, " do not let me 
miss a single point, ridiculous or not. I am <juite 
roused by this exciting story/' 

'^ I am sure," said Mr. Campbell, '' so am I;'* 
and the observation was echoed by all his com- 
pany. 

^^ Well then,*' replied my friend, '* take it as I 
find it here, though marked in the margin by my 
father, ^ Popular Superstition.' " 

The tale was, in addition to the gardener's 
story, ^^ That on the night of the visit of the 
Scotchmen, no less than three rustics, being 
in their separate cottages, saw from their win- 
dows a great light on the top of the tower, and 
the figure of Sir John, pale and ghastly, stretching 
his hands, as it were in the act of imploring help, 
towards Mr. Newton's house | and this was what 
chiefly impelled them to consult that gentleman." 

*^This is admirable nonsense;" cried Mr, 
Campbell. *^ The gardener, indeed, seems cer- 
tainly to have been sincere ; were these so too ? " 

" I know not," replied St. Lawrence, " but the 
whole afiair so impressed itself on Mr. Newton, 
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that he suddenly became a new man ; hia eyes 
flashed fire, and he who had scarcely been able to 
crawl for two years, walked now with agitation 
and firmness up and down his room, exclaiming, 
at intervals, ' Rascals ! forgers ! murderers 1 this 
must be the work of Providence ! I will myr* 
self go and unravel it.' And this thought diij 
more to bring him to a rational contemplation of 
the case than all that could be said to him. It 
was like the delightful resolve of Uncle Toby, to 
educate Le Fevre's son; which as Trim 
' whenever his master was most affected at 
FSvre's death, always acted like a sleeping drai 
and calmed him to rest.' " 

The determination of Mr. Newton was no 
porary ebuUition. He recovered the fuU posses- 
sion of his mind ; resumed all his energies, of 
which he had abundance in his youth ; and, after 
a long conference mth my mother's guardian, re- 
solved to set out the next day for Edinburgh. 
The guardian shrugged his shoulders, not in 
sent, but despair ; and I myself am almost 
in wonder at this part of my narrative. ' That 
old man, not only buried in a lone comer of 
world for thirty years, but so completely 
have lost all his friends, and his influence, wfaat*' 
ever it was ; and ignorant even of the thousand 
alterations which time had brought on in the laws, 
manners and customs, and characters of menj 
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during that period;— that such a man^ enfeebled in 
body^ and^ as it was thought^ in intellect^ should 
merely encounter such a journey, much more im- 
dertake such an adventure, always did, and always 
will, move my astonishment beyond all power to 
Unravel it/^ 

" Did he succeed ? '^ said I, foolishly interrupt- 
ing Mr. Offley. 

" You shall hear,'^ he said, ^^ Mr. Newton 
ordered his horses/' 

" Horses ! his horses ! could he ride ? " 

*^ I am not surprised at your question; but such 
is the fact. And here I must indulge myself in 
recollecting the pleasure of my father, amounting 
almost to an expansion of heart. Whenever he 
came to this part of the story, and described Mn 
Newton's sally, as he called it; — as well he might, 
for it was like Don Quixote's, only more happy* 
Mr. Newton's chief passion had in fact all his life 
been the manege, and his breed of horses seemed 
to be the only thing that excited him in his retire- 
ment. My father caught this passion from him, 
and by his advice was sent for a whole year to the 
academy of Angers, then the most Celebrated 
school of horsemanship in the world. My father 
was proud of himself, and still more of Mr. New^ 
ton, on horseback ; and on this occasion his en- 
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thusiasm for the old man made him particularise 
his whole air, dress, and appearance, when, at fall 
nixty years, he thus set out in the cause of two 
helpless orphans, who seemed abandoned by all 
the world." 

" Chevalier preux/* cried Mr. Campbell, " ancl 
Purely sans reproche: — ^but go on." 

*^Well then,*' said St. Lawrence, "as Mr. 
Offley describes it, he sat his horse, a full blood 
genet, most gracefully. His air was set oflF by his 
dress ; which was a blue coat and red waistcoat, 
bordered with gold lace ; a cocked hat, and light 
Jack boots, a belted sword, pistob in the holsters. 
His groom was almost in the same costume. AH 
thbi gave an interest, and, considering the object^ 
ias my father writes, of grandeur, to the set-out, 
which seemed of the very best augury. The rus- 
tics, by whom the OflSey family were much be- 
loved, and who were still in agitation at the seem- 
ing interference of Providence in their affairs, all 
txowded round, and saluted him as he set off, and 
implored, in their rough but sincere way, a bles- 
sing upon his expedition." , 
"We are as interested as they could be," ssdd 
Mr. Campbell, " and long to get him to Edin- 
burgh. I hope no accident ? '* 

" None at all to man or horse,'* said St. Law- 
rence; "but he was eight days on the road; during 
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Irhieh time he revolved bis intended plan of opera* 
tions ; which in truth (hurried as he had been into 
his enterprise^ by a strong burst of feeling,] he had 
no opportunity of doing before. In consequence of 
this, his first step on arriving at Edinburgh was 
to inquire after the most eminent counsel at the 
Scotch bar. As he knew nobody, he was forced to 
tiXLst for this to the landlord of his inn, whom ac- 
cordingly he asked for half a dozen names. ^ I will 
myself,* he said, ^ examine them as to their compa- 
rative merits.* The landlord, who was as inteUi- 
gent as his countrymen generally are, stared a little 
at the intended exammation, but furnished him 
with a list of learned persons which might have 
frightened a less clear head or less firm purpose 
than Mr. Newton's. That very day, the Courts be- 
ing in full Session, he went to them as a spectator, 
and had the advantage of hearing almost all who 
had been named in his list. Upon one of them he 
fixed, waited upon him the same day^ and giving 
in his name as a Bencher of Lincoln's Inn, was 
instantly admitted. The Advocate was astonished 
at the tale he had to tell, particularly at the mi- 
raculous appearance of Sir John at his own home, 
at the very hour when he died near four hundred 
miles off. 

" Had I never been in Edinburgh, and were 
now again in the Highlands,'' said the Advpcate, 
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such evidence would be conclnsiTe ; but Igrieve 
to say that ghosts are not now admitted to gtre 
evidence in a court of law. Tour purpose is so 
benevolent that I wOuld give up my whole time 
to accomplish it; but, as yoU well know, forgery 
or murder cannot be implied firom circumstances, . 
hor even, now-a-days, by a revelation from Hea^ 
Ven.'* 

^* I am not so foolish as to suppose they can/^ 
replied Mr. Newton ; *^ but your good advice in a 
place to which I atn so total a stranger, might en- 
able me to commence ahd pursue inquiry ; which 
is alll can at present pretend to. The end I leave 
' to an offended God, who will not permit liuch 
villany to prosper.*^ 

*^ Supposing it to be villany,^* said M^Clintock, 
the Advocate, eyeing him with wonder ; till obi 
Iserving the glow of his enthusiasm in his very ex- 
jpressive fieatures, he began to suspect that aU 
could not be quite right within. '^ We have not 
even seen the will," said the cautious advocate. 

*^ No doubt it can be seen,'^ returned Mr. New- 
Ion, ^* and perhaps your beneVolcnce will take the 
trouble of perusing it.'^ 

*^ Weelingly,^^ answered Mr. MOlintock, who 
had taken no pains to correct his national pro^ 
hunciation; ^^ and if you will be here to-morrow at 
this time, we will consult farther;'* 



■' NeWtbn thanked him^ and prepared to put A 
paper in his hand^ the character of which it 
wanted not M^Clintock's sagacity to discover. 

"Hoot niori,^' said he, " ye dinna seem to ken 
that a bonny act may be done by a Scotch as 
weel as an EngUsh Coonsel. I will not touch 
your siller ; if gude is to be done, I will share the 
satisfaction with yoii, and that sial bfe my reward.'^ 

With sincere gratitude Mr. Newton took his 
leave of this generous lawyer, not without regret 
that the morrow was so far oflF; for he promised 
great things from an examihation of the wiU. That 
it was a forgery, he could not drive from his 
imagination; for though poor Sir John was 
weak, he had never been unkind or unjust, and had 
always shown great regard for his isisters. 

How to pass the time till the meeting with Mr; 
MKJiintotek the next day, was a question; but 
thoroughly possessed with the idea that M^Sweeny 
was a forger, or something worse, he inquired, and 
directed his ^teps towards his house;; UBOonscious 
of any particular object in doing so, but in fact^ 
because he could not help it. 

"The Almighty Rulei!*," he said to himself, "is 
now looking down upon us all. If this man has 
played the villain, and ruined the two innocent 
orphans, the viUany will never be suffered to go 
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unpunished. If / am criminal in suspecting him, 
I trust I shall be forgiven.'' 

The appearance at Norton^ and the visit of the 
Scotchmen, were deep in his mind; and though 
lie could not be said to be prone to believe in pre^ 
tematural interposition, that such a thing might 
be, the whole history and character of his religion 
forbade him to doubt. Impressed vrith these feel- 
ings, he found the street where the prosperous and 
fortunate M^Sweeny was domiciled ; and without 
precisely knowing why, he paced up and down be- 
fore his door ; casting many a wistful look at the 
windows, till he b^;an to challenge notice ; not at 
all the less for the distinguished costume which I 
have described. A hard shower of rain, however, 
disturbed his peregrination, and he was uncertain 
what to do, or where to go, when a good-natured 
shopkeeper, in the shape of a short little man, a 
diemist, who lived over against M^Sweeny, 
prompted a little by the said good-nature, and 
not a little by curiosity, requested him to take 
shelter till the rain was over. 

They both entered the chemist's parlour. He 
was a busy little man ; so much so, that though 
he had a fair portion of business himself, he was 
not easy without taking as full a share as they 
would allow him in the business of his neigh- 
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boiirs. He v^vtiiy besides^ struck with the evident 
interest which his guest had displayed about M^ 
Sweeny's house. This^ in a man of distinguished 
appearance^ and evidently a strangar and an Eng- 
Usher to boot^ denoted mystery; and mystery wasi 
a thing which the chemist could never brook> 
unless he was permitted to unravel it. There 
were^ besides^ some other little motives which a 
deep searcher into nature might perhaps have as- 
certained ; but into these it is not my present bu- 
siness to inqtiire. 

The little chemist, whose name was Murdoch^ 
opened his battery^ by handing his best chair to 
Mr. Newton ; but^ as the latter merely thanked 
him^ and then relapsed into thought, he strove to 
make him talk a little, by talking a good deal him* 
self. 

^* YeTl not be of this dty, I doubt ? ^ 

'' No:' 

^ Nor of Scotland, perhaps ?" 

'' No." 

^^ England, perhaps ? '^ 

« Yes.^' 

" Are ye much southron ?** 

*^ The county of Derby.'' 

^ It is a long way; but nae doubt ye have busi^ 
ness, and buisine^s must be done/' 

** True.'' ' 
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*- Rsr nukT one ask^ without fashing ye^ what 

* Tna: is of little consequence; but if you must 
)p»ni«t. r}ie law.*' 

• Eh - then/' rubbing his hands^ "that accoonts 
w v,-*ur sae often speering at neighbour M^^Swee- 
f»- > 2>»se, right anent my shop ; for he is a lawyer, 
f%isL help him!'' 

Mr. Nevi-ton now began to eye his inquisitiYe 
htfSty and finding him in the very best disposition 
u talk and be talked to, conceived the design of 
miking him subservient to his immediate object, 
viiich was to get all the information he could of 
>L*^weeny's character and habits. 

•* IX) you know your neighbour well?" said 
\lr. Ne^\'ton. 

•' IV> I?" replied the chemist, " I who have 
v<ii ttis friend — no, not his friend, his acquaint- 
wK>f— this twenty years ; for awe he noo bauds 
u^ iKVil so high already, that he will scarce speak 






• Vbxadv! What has produced the change?" 
.o^v;u Mr. Newton. 

• \.ts\ uae ! ye need not be for telling us ye 
.fciUsj riVJtu so far south; for ye must be strangely 
.;uiuQi«?*^'* J^ot ^o say eegnerant, begging youi" 
m^^QUft. »ot to ken what has happen'd*" 
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"Happened! to whom?" 

^^ M*^Sweeny, mon^ who has gotten a fortune 
like Plutus^ by a mere stroke of a pen ; though I 
knew him once when he was not sure he could 
pay for his parritch breakfast. Oo^ but he is a 
fortunate man!'^ 

*^ I should like to know how }" said Mn 
Newton. 

^^ That ye sail directly/^ returned the chemist. 
^^ To think how different the lots of some folk bd 
to other some \" 

He then^ as briefly as he could^ told the historj^ 
of Sir John Offley^ who^ he said^ had lodged 
above twelvemonths with M^ Sweeny, who had 
made a tolerable fortune out of him, let alone the 
will he afterwards made for him, by which he 
left him his whole estate, disinheriting his two 
sisters in his favour. 

^^ Made the will for him \" cried Mr. Newton. 

^^ Troth, yes,'^ replied his host, ^^ for de'il ano- 
ther mon had any hand in it, except Sandy Gra- 
ham, and one or two more, who witnessed it; 
for which the cunning writer no doubt paid hand- 
some.^^ 

^^ It was all regular, then ? '^ said Mr. Newton> 
with anxiety. / 

^^ O, aye ! reeglar enoof, quite enoof to throw 
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out the puir young leddies, and ao all Edmbro' 
mysy puir things ! '^ 

^ Then it is perfectly known ? ^ observed Mr. 
Newton. 

" Perfectly.'" 

*' And was no observation made ? No inquiry^ 
how Sir John came to act so unnatural a part ? 
how he was attended? or how he died ?'" 

^* Plenty of every thing of that sort/' answered 
Murdoch ; ^^ for we are no quiet hereaboots when 
sic a remarckable thing haypens to an upstart like 
M<^S weeny. But he noo rides in his coach^ though 
its less than a little month sin the deeth of the 
puir weak body that made this foolish wull. Yet 
Sandy Graham and three other bodies^ who were 
sent to get possession of the hoose^ came back 
empty-handed, and were hooted at for their 
pains/' 

^^ You don't seem to like this M^Sweeny?" said 
Mr. Newton. 

" De'il a bit do I, nor ought I,'" returned 
Murdoch. " How should I, when he gives himself 
such airs to one who was always quite his equals 
to say nothing of the business of taking advantage 
of that puir Sir John, when he had brought him 
into such a state of childishness ?" 

^* Brought him into such a state!" exclaimed 
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Sf r; Newton^ whose heart beat high within him ; 
*^ do you say that of your neighbour ?^ 

^^ Deed do I/' returned Murdoch^ ^^ and the 
whole street kens it as weel as me. But^ eh. Sir, 
what ails ye ? for ye seem far from canny. Shall 
I get ye any thing from the shop ? I have every 
thing that — 
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'^ Nothing, my good friend, nothing ; only I 



find your story too interesting, especially as it re- 
lates to a countryman.*' 

''Aye, now,** rejoined the chemist, ''to see how 
a whole people may be scandaleezed ! I have 
hear tell that ye Sassonochs care nothing for one 
another, especi£illy in a strange land ; not like uc^ 
Scots, who hang together like bees in a swarm.** 

Mr. Newton smiled, but begged him to explain 
Ivhat he meant by sajning M® Sweeny had brought 
Sir John into a state of childishness. 

" Why, you see. Sir,'* returned the prudent 
chemist, (rising to see that the door was close 
shut, and lowering his voice,) " I will no posi- 
teevely say I was exact when Tmade use of that 
expression, forasmuch that the puir chiel was him- 
sel no very robust in mind or body, when he first 
cam to board at Duncan M*^Sweeny*s ; but it was 
observit that the longer he staid the worse he got, 
and the mair physic he took, the mair cheeldish 
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he grew ; so that his preceptors all left him, and 
he was no the better for the doctors and potheca- 
ries (Grod forgive me ! for I rank to <Hie of them,) 
that succeeded. In fine, the lad took to his bed, 
and often comjdained to me (for I then prepsied 
all the prescreeptions), that he was poisoned.^^ 

" Poisoned !'* exclaimed Mr. NeMon, in great 
agitation. 

^^ Aye ! that is, with the quaintity of medecine 
he was forced to take, when he felt that good beef 
and mutton was what he most wanted. M<^weeny 
too (I must call him Mr. M*Sweeny noo) was very 
harsh with him to make him take this load of me- 
decine, — against which, though against the interest 
of my shbp, I remonstrated poorfully — particularly 
as to the immensity of hebenon — ^which ye ken, is 
another but more learned word for henbane, — and 
which, though quieting in small doses, would de- 
stroy the intellect and bodies too of the whole 
CJourt of Session, were their Lordships drenched 
with it, as was this unfortunate lade.^' 

"Unfortunate, indeed!'^ said Mr. Newton ; ^^but 
did you continue to supply this hellish drug after 
your remonstrance?^' 

" Indeed, no ! for I washed my hands of it> and 
positeevely refused ; for which M<^Sweeny, (that is 
Mr. M^Sweeny, or, as he soon will be. Laird of 
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Mac Sweenton^) said I was the greatest fule he 
ki^ew^ and left my shop for Toby McClaishlin's 
in the Grass Market/^ 

^^ And was there no good physician," said Mr. 
Newton, " called in to see that all was right that 
was administered to this unhappy youth ?^' 

•*T)e^il a one/' answered Murdoch, " though it 
is weell ken'd thatEdinbro' aboonds wi* em, I was 
the only medical that saw him, and when I was 
dismissed, he was left solely to the care of M^ 
Sweeny and a nurse." 

^^ Is that nurse to be found ?^' said Mr. Newton, 
carelessly. 

. ^^ Troth, she was his wife,^ • answered Murdoch, 
^^ and of course did aw she was bid by her hus- 
band. There was also a maid servant, called Katie 
M^Farlan, who, though a two-handed wench for 
work> was a soft-hearted lassie for pety, and often 
came to my shop to tell me how things were going 
on; and it was she who telled me all aboot the 
wuU." 

Here Mr. Newton started from his chair, but 
recovering himself, observed, that he thought Mur- 
doch's conduct had been very commendable, but 
that he ought also to have communicated witli 
some eminent physician, or even the Magistracy 
of the town, to prevent such mischief in the ty- 
rant M^'Sweeny. 
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. ^^ Then^" in a careless tone^ he added^ ^' No 
doubt your soft-hearted lassie thinks as yon do 
about it!" 

" Troth does she/' replied Murdoch, ^^ and I 
could make her tell you the whole story at ony 
time ye pleased/' 

^^ It is no business of mine^" observed Mr. 
Newton, preserving his indifference. *^ Is she still 
in her place?" 

^ Deed is she/' said Murdoch, ^^ nor would they 
venture, I suppose, to part with her/' 

" ^Miy?'' 

^' Knows too much,'' continued the chemist^ 
putting his finger on his mouth, '^ particularly 
aboot the wull." 

^^ \Miat can she know, if all was r^^ular, but 
that it was so?" 

^^ The manner of preparing it," said Murdoch, 
lowering his voice still more. ^^ She was in and 
oot of the room twinty times while M^^Swe^iy 
was writing it by Sir John's bed'^ide, who only 
answered *• Yes,' to every thing that was asked ; for 
he was stupefied with the henbane i so M^Sweeny 
wrote down what he pleased. She was also one 
of the subscribing witnesses, and no doubt could 
say a great deal." 

** Was the will read over to Sir John before be 
signed it ?" asked Mr. Newton. 
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^^ That I dinna* ken, and therefore can no tak 
upon me to sslj" replied the cautious Murdoch. 

"And have you never talked of all this to 
others?^' 

" O ! yes, often ; so that it is known aboot the 
neighbourhood, and M<^S weeny with all his riches, 
leads but a puir life of it/^ 

" But why have you not revealed this to the 
public authorities, or at least to the family in 
England ? You would only have done your duty, 
and would certainly be well rewarded/^ 

" To tell you the truth,'^ replied Murdoch, after 
much hesitation, " my conscience has smote me 
abbot this. But I am a backward man. What I have 
said is true ; but I know not how the law might 
tak it up, and M^^Sweeny is a lawyer. He has al- 
ready indeed threatened me as having caused the 
talk among the neighbours. He is also now rich, 
and I poor ; and as to the faymily, not only they 
are too far off, and might not regard so obscure 
3. chirl as myself; but I suppose, as the wull is 
aU right, I could do them nae gude, though I might 
expose a rogue. In truth, I wonder at mysel for 
this communication to a perfect stranger as you 
are; but there is not a day passes without speaking 
of it to some one or other. You seemed unco' cu- 
rious aboot M^Sweeny's hoose, which set my wits 
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a Wandering ; and^ besides, you were a Sassonaicli^ 
and might,' I thought, have something to do witli 
the faymily; which none of us neighbours haVe: — 
and this in troth is the reason why I have been 
so open. I expect, whoever you are, you will not 
make me repent it." 

. ^^ You never shall," said Mr. Newton, and then 
asked Murdoch if he knew Mr. M^Clintock? 

^^ By repute only.^' 

*^ And that repute — " 

^^ Is good,*' continued the chemist. ^^ Had I 
had such a friend as him^-" 

^^ You would not have let this matter sleep!" • 

^^ Troth, no! but it little boots it now. It is too 
late." 

*^ Not so," said Mr. Newton, rising, '^ and I wiH * 
put your conscience to rest, if you have courage 
enough to declare all you have now told me in a 
Court of Justice." 

'^ That may be a sair thing," answered Murdodi, 
^^ and ruin a poor though honest man ; nor should 
I be the first that has been ruined by yon." 

^^ By yon ! do you mean M*^Sweeny ?" 

'' Troth, I do." 

^' Never fear then, for I will protect you ; and 
if ruined here, you shall recover yourself in Der- 
byshire, where I have both power and wealth; 
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Moreover^ I will now let you know that, being the 
nearest friend of the orphan ladies you so much 
pity, I have come here on purpose to inquire into 
the case/^ 

" I almost thought as much/' returned Murdoch, 
rubbing his eyes as if awakened from a dream, 
"And what shall I do?'' 

" Meet me at four to-morrow at Mr, M^Clin- 
tock's house, and ask for Mr. Newton/* 

" I will not fail," said the chemist ; and the good 
Newton, with a heart beating high with hope^ be- 
took himself to his inn, where his late activity and 
present enterprise gave a spur to his mind, such 
as it had not known for years. He was rewarded 
with a night's rest, such as benevolence like his 
alone could enjoy. 

^* Here,'* said St. Lawrence, " Mr. Offley 
paused, saying, his story was at an end/* 

" I have led you to the palpable finale,'* said he; 
" and that being in view, the interest ceases — ^Bke 
that of a novel after the marriage of the hero and 
heroine.'* 

^* De*il a bit,*' cried I, catching a little of the 
Murdoch dialect ; " you have not got us even to 
the church door ; and, besides, I have a thousand 
reflections to make and to hear, upon almost the 
only well-authenticated story of an interference of 
Providence that I ever met with. But this cause 
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^elibre itself is not by any means finished; for you 
have not brought the parties into court, without 
which of course their fate cannot be decided. M^ 
Sweeny, I trust, was at least brought to the galr 
lows/^ 

^^^Deed no,'' said Mr. Offley, also adopting a 
Murdoch phrase; but to my great disappoint-^ 
f neat ;. —for I felt like the inimitable Uncle Black 
in Miss Ferrer's inimitable " Inheritance,'' who 
«aid« he would never enjoy his life again, .unless 
the rascal Glossing was hanged. 
. '' Tliere was, however," said Mr. Offley, ^^ a 
fresh instance of Mr. Newton'^ decision, which 
ought to be told, especially by me, who have pro- 
fited so much by it." . • 

" I am all ear," said I ; and Offley continued. 

^^ You may be sure that the whole of Murdoch's 
information was faithfully related to the Advocate 
M^Clintock, who could not help admiring the sa- 
lijacity and acumen of Mr. Newton, as he com- 
mented upon its diflferent bearings in regard to 
the criminality of M^^Sweeny. Murdoch was agidn 
examined, and it was agreed, if it could be done with 
sufficient secrecy, that his douce lassie, the servant 
maid, should also ])e interrogated, if she would 
consent to it." 

" Ye need nae gae far. for her," said .Murdoch, 
'' for I speered her foment the door as we came in." 
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' ^^Sure/^ cried Mr. Ne^vton, ^ she dbes'not sus- 
pect.^' 

^^ Never fear/^ said Murdoch, ^^for it was by 
mv advice and orders that she came.^' 
. ^^ Orders ! We did not know that she was under 
your orders.^' 

i ^f That^s nothing to ony body/^ answered the 
chemist ; ^^ it^s enoof she is here, and a weeling 
witness.'^ 

^^ Certainly," said Mr. M*^Clintock, and Katie 
M^Farlane was called in. 

^' You must na stick at it,^' said Murdoch, "but 
oot Avith the truth, like an honest womaii." 

^^ I mean sae to do,^^ replied Lucky. 

The result was critical for M*^Sweeny; for it 
seems that worthy person had been any thing but 
upon his guard before the girl. He had often been 
closeted with Tobias M*^Laishlin, consulting with 
him on the effects of various drugs upon the brain, 
and was heard in one of these conferences to say, 
^^ You are right, henbane will do the business, 
provided we give enough of it ; but the difficulty 
is with that fule Murdoch, who is constantly re- 
monstrating against it. We must rid ourselves of 
him/^ 

This was but the day before he left Mur- 
doch's shop ; and though the Grass Market was 
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ah'^hour's distance farther from M^^Swecny's, he 
thenceforward employed Tobias M*^Laishliti, in- 
stead of him. Katie^ too, between whom wid 
the chemist there seemed a considerable intimacy, 
brought every packet arid bottle she was sent for 
to Tobiases, to be first inspected by Mmtloeh, 
who was prompted to this at first by jealousy, atid 
then out of that curiosity about other peopkf^s 
doings which I have described. 

Soon, however, he became alarmed; for he 
said, ^^ there was enough to have deadened the wits 
of an elephant, let alone a weak puir child ;'^ and 
lie accordingly desired the girl to disobey her mas* 
ter when ordered to administer it; The disobedi- 
ence, however, was detected, after which the doses 
were always given by M*^Sweeny himself, or by his 
wife. The consequence was, a frequent rambling ef 
mind, as well as wasting of body ; and it was in 
this state that the poor victim was advised to 
make his will. For this purpose, it seems that 
Sandy Graham, a lower writer than M^Swccny 
himself, but of the two much the shrewdest and 
most skilful in the law, was called in*; and they 
two were at work upon the parchments for three 
whole days, during which M^Sweeny went fre- 
quently to Sir John's bed-side ; but what passed 
Katie could not say, except that now and then 
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fihe plainly could distinguish the patient's voice 
in> a querulous tons^ and the words^ ^^ Yes ! yes ! 
have it your own way — I will sign any thing — ^but 
for God^s sake leave me in peace/^ 

A very few hours afterwards^ the wiU was 
taken to Su* John, who signed without reading 
or hearing it read. This she knew, because there 
was need, they said, of three witnesses, and Sandy 
-Graham, and another only, being on the spot, 
she was called in when the deed was presented. 

After this. Sir John never spoke more,, and in 
two days died, and here all evidence closed. 

^^ I think," said Mr, MfClintock, as he finish^ 
taking it down, (for he wrote every word of it) 
^^that your business bids as fair to be accom- 
.plished, as any case which appeared at first so 
hopeless, that ever came before me.^* 

^^ I hope, however,^* said Murdoch, approaching 
Mr. MfClintock, and wringing his hands, ^^ that 
Mf^Sweeny, tho' he desarves it weel, may not be 
haynged. I should be sorry, to have the bluid of 
.a fellow creature on my heed, especially as I live 
opposite to him in the same street } and should 
fear his warlock every neecht." 

At this, Katie broke out into loud lamentation, 
and almost repented the full testimony she had 
given- To relieve them, Mr. MfClintock ordered 
them into another room, and then, turning to Mr. 
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Nfwton, who impatiently waited his opinion, ob« 
nfTved. '* even without your ghost, I think we 
>iavr case enough to obtain all that your benevo^ 
ttiice wishes; and heartily must I congratulate 
vou on tlie energy and perseverance, as weU as 
sasacitv, vou have shown." 

•• We have not yet arrived at the goal," said Mr. 
Neviton, tlioughtfully. ^'I should not mind hang'- 
ing this murderer — for murderer he is ; but I fear 
the uiieertainties of a trial; and even were he 
n>nvioted, 1 ilo not see my way to the recovery 
of the estate for my friend's children; — the chie^ 
if not the only object I. had in coming here/' 

•• You say the will, as to form, is perfect.-* 

*' I do." 

•• Then the gibbet itself would do no good ? " 

•* None, without something more.*' 

*• Were he hanged for murder, would that set 
UjidetheT^iU?" 

^ No." 

Mr* Newton rubbed his forehead in thoughtful 
^h\>rcv* while M^Clintock pored over thecase again. 
. »:V moral guilt,^^ pursued the latter, " is clear, 
Vi ^xx'U the legal connection might be difficulty 
^^p^- xv^ I think you may succeed as to your real 

Jlk^ may set aside the will, as produced by 
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frand^ and the plea of non compos when executed;'' 

'^That however is also uncertain, and the prd* 
cess long ! '^ 

^* Very long. The Chancery, the Ecclesiastical 
Court, and an appedl to the Lords/' 

*^ Whole years ! possible ; perhaps probable:" 

*'It will never do/' said Mr, Newton, and 
relapsed into thought. 

M<^. Clintock again busied himself with the 
papers, but gave no farther opinion. 

At length Mr. Newton breaking silence^ said, 
"Will you let me try my own way, as to this mat- 
ter.'^ 

^^ By all means," answered the Advocate, ; " 

* Nil desperandnm, te duce.* ^' 

"You are clear,^' continued Mr. Newton, f^that 
ther^ is evidence for a jury, both as to the murder 
and the fraud ? ^' 

" Most certainly ; but I will not answer for the 
event of either, and least of all for the time.'^ 

" Enough, enough," said Mr. Newton, taking 
his hat and cane. " You shall hear from me 'to- 
morrow." ; 

Murdoch and Katie M^Farlane were now re- 
leased, and all three walked together to the cher 
mist's shop, where Mr. Newton and his host found 
themselves once more alone. 
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' ." I like your lassie much," said Mr. Newton, 
-** she is clear, and I believe honest.'* * ' 

"Vary," observed Murdoch, ^^ clear as the 
chrystal spring, and troth almost as fresh.'' 

" You seeni .to know her ? ^^ 
' ^^ So I ought, for we have much eentimacy.*' 

* ^^ Perhaps of. a particular kind ? ^^ 
*^ Vary parteecular.^' 

• ' ** May I not know what? I think you may now 
trust me ! *' . 

^^ Aye, weel, I believe I may, and ye will be 
gude to us if we get into trouble for you ? ^' 

" Certainly."" 

"Weel then, I confess we are just man and 
wife. We have no been to the kirk, and have no 
livit together yet; but the acknowlegement has 
past, and we just wait the deeth of a relation, *for 
her to come and preseed here as my consort." 

" I give you joy,"" said Mr. Newton, " and the 
'more as I may now depend upon her not swerving 
in favour of M^Sweeny."" 

"I'll answer for it with my life,"" said Murdoch. 

*'Then I may make what use I please of her's 
and your testimony with the villain M^Sweeny."* 

" In gude troth you may,"" answered the che- 
mist; on which Mr. Newton, after shaking him by 
the hand, and commending his honest feelings, 
left the shop. 
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That evefiing was given to deliberation, the next 
morning to action. Mr Newton, having digested 
his plan, resolved abruptly to break in upon M^ 
Sweeny^s security, in order to prevent him from 
profiting by time to meet the charge he meant at 
once to make. He wished also, if he could, to 
find him alone, in order to open proposals he had 
contemplated, without driving him, by exposure, 
to resistance. His benevolent object was the 
restoration of the estate, rather than punishment ; 
and this he felt depended much upon quiet re- 
monstrance in the first instance, accompanied 
indeed by resolute hostility in the second, but 
only in case of necessity. He therefore presented 
himself at M<^Sweeny^s door, who suspecting 
nothing, admitted him. His presence won much 
observation on the part of the writer, not unmin- 
gled with fear when he heard he was a Southran, 
and came from the county of Derby. 

^' And wha and what may you be ? and what 
your buzziness with me ? " said M^Sweeny. 

^^ We are not alone,^^ observed Mr. Newton, 
pointing to a woman in the room, who also exhi- 
bited some signs of alarm. 

" The wuman'^s my wife,^' said the writer, ** but 
an ye come on ony buzziness of your ain, as I 
guess ye do, she shall withdraw.^' 

"My business," returned Mr. Newton, "is 
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more yours tbui miiie^ and if the lady is your 
wife, she may remain if she pleases.'^ 

**Go your ways/' said M^^Sweeny, turning 
however a little pale at the dignified manner of 
Mr. Newton ; ^^and noo. Sir, to the point, for 
what buzziness ye can have wi' me, I canna pos- 
sibly ken/' 

^You will not \ye long in learning it,'' said 
Newton, " since it relates to your late lodger Sir 
John Offlev." 

'^ Ah ! puir child ; him that's deed, and for 
whom I bear this moumfu' habit." 

** Yet you were no relation ! " continued Newton. 

" Weel, and what of that ? He was o 'er kind 
to me and mine, and I ween I may weel mourn 
for him." 

" All rery right," replied Mr. Newton ; " bat 
better perhaps for you both, had he not been so 
kind; better for your conscience and his existence.'* 
At this, M^^Sweeney, assuming an air of high 
indignation, and in Avrath (for he was very cho- 
leric), replied, '^ I see now that you have come to 
insult, instead of consult me ; you have been lees- 
tening to some of the fules of the neighbourhood, 
perhaps that blockhead Murdoch ; ye are not the 
first he has sent here on a fule's errand; but I 
desire you will leave niy house — troop, — or I '11 
gar ye." 
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^ Murdoch/^ answered Mr^ Newton, with great 
coolness, ^^ is no fool, neither did he send me/' 
'^ Ye ken him then ?^^ 
" I do/^ 

^' And' do ye ken other folkes in Edinhro' ? ^' 

^^ I have consulted Mr. McClintock.'^. 
" What the Advocate ! ^^ said M<^Sweeny, pos- 
ing much of his fierte). ^^And what may have 
been your buzziness with him ? ^' 

" The same as with you, which I will now open 
to you." 

M^^Sweeny's features now assumed a livid hue, 
while he Ustened to an exordium which he thought 
boded him no good. For though violent some-^ 
times even to ferocity, where he thought himself 
safe, or undetected, he had all the cowardice of 
little villains when they think their crimes are 
known, and in danger of punishment. He became 
therefore even civil to Mr. Newton, when he told 
him that he came to him in the name of two un- 
protected orphans, whom, he must be conscious, 
he had much injured. 

" If you mean by the wull of Sir John Offley," 
returned M<^Sweeny, " it was his ain doing, and I 
should be parfectly demented if I suffered sic 
a fortin to escape me, when absolutely in my 
hands. Have ye any doubts about the wull, wliich 
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is noo before the whole varld if they chuae to be 
troubled with it. Ye will no deny that the wull is 
binding in law ! " 

** I neither deny nor admit,'^ said Mr. Newton. 

" Ho ! then ye do not deny," answered the 
cunning writer, taking courage; ^f and perhaps 
ye gat that from M<^Clintock ? — ^The chid is too 
weU versed in aw those matters to tell you ony 
thing else; and if so, ye have had but a fule's 
errand to have come aw the way from Derby, at 
sic an expense as nae doubt it was, to invade an 
honest man's legal rights.'^ 

Tills idea of the writer, that Mr. M<^Clintock 
had given an opinion in his favour, and thinking 
there was no question but as to the technicality of 
the will, called up all his honest courage. He now 
declared he ^^ would nae be bullied out of his rights, 
and that his visitor might go back the way he 
came/^ Nor was this. feeling abated, when Mr. 
Newton went on calmly, and without any thing 
like reproach, to make a proposal which he said 
he thought he ought to accept. 

*^ And what may it be ? " said M^Sweeny, 
disdainfully. " Nae honest man would oflFer 
what nae innocent man ought no^ to accept. But 
I mind me to ask what may be your right to mak' 
any proposal at aw ? Ye have not yet told me 
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your calling. You have ho the air of a writer, Eng- 
lish or Scotch, nor even of a man of buzziness of 
ony kind. Ye much more resemble one of the 
sodger-men who I remember under M*^CalIum- 
more, up at the castle yonder, in the Fifteen. 
However, I '11 just hear what ye have to say." 
• " Well then,^' said Mr. Newton, in a tone of 
solemnity which M^Sweeny did not like, *^ in the 
first place I am the trustee for Sir John Offley's 
estate, and for his sisters, now co-heiresses :' and 
supposing the will correct as to form, which I by 
no means admit, you know best how it was 
brought about that Sir John should sign it, as 
well as the immediate cause of his death so soon 
after the work was 5one. — We know what we 
are about, and upon what grounds we may ap- 
peal to the law; but meaning you no ill, we 
think a proposal reasonable, which, upon surren- 
dering this deed of darkness, shall secure to 
yourseK and wife an annuity of three hundred 
a-year for Ufe.^' 

Here Mr. Newton paused, and fixed his steady 
and searching eye upon the villain, to ascertain, if 
he could, the effect of this touchstone. The result 
it was not easy to discover. All the bad passions 
seemed to take possession by turns of the cheek, 
eyes, and eyebrows of the agitated writer : — 
anger, fear, avarice, pride, curiosity — ^but no 
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signB of remorse, or resentful, calumniated innor 
cence. One thing was, however, soon dear. It 
occiured to the sagacity and cunning of the man, 
that the proposal was made to try him, in conse7 
quence of the dearth of proof as to what had acr 
tually happened; and in that dearth the writer 
resolved to put on the hero, and act accordingly. 
" And so, Mr. What's - your - name," said he, 
throwing himseK back in his chair with an air of 
calm contempt, ^^ ye really think that Duncan 
M^^Sweeny, thirty years Writer to the Signet at 
Edinburgh, is to be such a tike as to be bit by a 
Southron, and to exchange for three hundred a 
year, twice as many thousands. My answer is, 
ye may just go back to the English fules that sent 
ye, and tell them when they have . got Duncan 
M*^Sweeny bound hand and foot for forging a 
hand-writing to which there are three honest and 
true witnesses, he will then deliberate whether to 
accept your offer or not." 

Mr. Newton checked the quick pulse which this 
piece of audacity occasioned, then rising calmly 
said, " M<^Sweeny, before I go, let die implore 
you to be aware of your real position, your real 
danger. Your life, as well as your hoped-for 
estate, is in our hands ; and do not flatter your- 
self that, because what you call a will may be cor- 
rect in form, it is a matter of indifference, how 
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it was brought about. You may pehrhaps have 
heard that the hand of Providence itself was 
extended to ward off the blow ; — which it would 
have been, if your emissary Graham had got pos- 
session of the house you coveted. You may have 
heard that though hebanon could put a man out 
of the world, his spirit might be allowed to range it 
till justice was done upon all. The eye of the 
saAie Providence is still at watch over this trans- 
action, and is at this moment upon you and upoii 
me ; neglect not its warning, which I am allowed 
to give you. 1 go, to return to-morrow, but with 
a/ar less offer. Think of it, lest it should be still 
more diminished. Meantime, confess yoiu'seK to 
Heaven, and ask the pardon you so dreadfully 
need, and which, if not too late to be granted, can 
only be so on the fullest retribution to those you 
have so cruelly injured.'* 

The solemnity of this speech had a powerful ef- 
fect upon the obdurate heart, and even upon the 
rugged visage, of M^Sweeny. The latter did not 
soften or relax from its accustomed savageness, but 
it had a suffusion of fear and sense of danger httle 
before known to its possessor. He pondered all the 
ominous words and the warning voice of Newton, 
until, like Felix, he trembled ; yet so hardened is 
sometimes even a timid villain, that though he 
dreaded what he had heard, and his heart failed 
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him when he thought of discovery, nothing could 
bend him from his purpose, of defying threats 
which, though appalling, he thought and hoped 
might only be assumed for the moment. He there- 
fore made no answer, and Newton, hoping he had 
made some impression, quietly left the room, but 
turning round at the door, with great solemnity of 
Toice uttered the word " To-morrow/^ 

M*^Sweeny was rather aghast, but recovering 
himself, exclaimed as Newton withdrew, " De'il 
tak the Sassonach loon ! I can no mak' him out. 
He taalks big words, and nae doubt taks me for a 
fule to think I would listen to sic a proposal, and 
aw his gallimalfry aboot Providence. Not but 
what I '11 no deny that sic a poower may interfere 
with a man if he pleases; but he never does 
please ; and if he did; what would he geet by wor- 
rying sic a body as me with wraiths and bogles ? 
After aw, I guess he is but one of them vagabond 
Methodists we have lately heard of among the 
Southrons, for all his laced coat. Three hundred 
a-year ! I '11 think no more on't. Yet hoo the 
chiel could have found oot. about the hebanon 
makes me stick at it a bit. I ^11 away to Toby 
M^Lashlin^s to spear if he kent ony thing aboot 
the brute ; and if . he has not peached, I '11 snap 
my fingers at his dimeenished proposal." 

At this the writer snatched up his hat, and with 
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tmeasy and tottering steps paced through the alleys 
to the Grass Market; for he feared to ipeet New- 
ton's large and dignified figure at every turn of the 
greater streets. 

• When arrived at Mr. M^Laishlin's, he immedi- 
ately closeted himself with that worthy, and told 
some, but not all of his conversation with Mr. 
Newton — of whom he was deUghted to find To- 
bias knew nothing. As to hebanon, he said he 
had never opened his lips to any person alive on 
the subject; and as to the dead, there was no need 
to fear anything from them. 

*^ I knaw not that to a sartainty,'^ repUed 
M<^weeny, shaking his head. *' However, if ye 
have no spoken of the hebanon to ony one, your 
thoosand poonds may yet be safe.'^ 
' At this M<^Sweeny took his leave, and returned 
to his house in better spirits than he came. 
** D — ^n the Southron,'^ said he, " I am muckle 
minded to have him clapt up for scandalizing me 
in my profession. The wull by his ain account 
is a gude wull, and what for should. I give it up ?'' 
TVas thus the self-love implanted in our na- 
ture for good purposes, could be abused for bad. 
The self*deception of this miscreant prevented 
him not only from owning himself what he was— 
a murderer in cold blood — ^but also from seeing 
that^ were his. case known, the murder would be 
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die prominent feature of it. His fear, infect, was 
confined to the question of the validitj of the 
wilL That appeased, and the estate '^ the be-«U 
and the end-all here," M^^weeny, like Macbeth, 
'^ jumpt the life to come.-' With Uiese consolur 
tions he condescended to consult Mrs. M^^Sweeny 
— a compliment he very seldom paid her; and 
she, equally with himself, spuming the offer of 
three hundred pounds a-year, it was determined to 
await the next day's visit firom Mr. Newton with 
courage, and even to throw defiance in his teeth* 

Meantime that gentleman held fresh confer^ 
ences with Mr. M<^Glintock and Murdoch, to the 
former of whom he opened what he had done,, and 
what he meant to do. ^^I am. certain,'' he said, 
^ the wretch is a coward as well, as a villain, and 
that it is only his ignorance of the. extent of our 
knowledge that has arrayed him in this false bra^ 
very.'' 

The advocate approved of all. *^Only take 
care," he observed, " that you do not incur dan- 
ger to yourself, by compounding a felony ;" a cau-? 
tion not thrown away upon the sagacious Newton. 

The next day, true to his appointment, this :be^ 
nevolent man again searched out M^^Sweany, 
whom he found supported by his wife and Sandy 
Graham, whom he had summoned to his assistT 
ance. The looks of the wife were sour, but mucb 
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alarmed^ and very different from the day before*; 
Graham was dogged and thoughtful^ but seemf- 
ingly hostile. 

This tool, like his principal^ believed the struggle 
to be as to the validity of the will, and both de- 
nounced vengeance upon Newton for thus slanr 
dering them in their calling. In fine, the writer 
Graham loudly advised the waiter 'M^Sweeny to 
treat the offer he had received with scorn ;. an 
advice which the writer M^Sweeny adopted, and 
in no soft tone desired the tmwelcome Newton to 
depart the house. . . 

^^That I shall do/' said Mr. Newton, *^ but for 
the love, of yourself, if not for the love of Qod^ 
.consider well before you drive on your ruin. Yes- 
terday, I' offered you three himdred a year, which 
you refused ; to day I offer you but two 5 if you 
refuse that on my visit to-^morrow, you wiD have 
the option but of one. Have a care of a third 
i^fusal, for if this last offer is also unsuccessful, I 
warn you there will be no alternative between that 
and the Grass Market." 

At these words the wretch turned pale, and 
looked at his assistant for help ; for the Grass 
Market and the chemist Toby M^Laishlin, were 
now so associated together j that one could not be 
mentioned without ajl three starting up togpthei^ 
He did not perceive that by the Grass Market, 
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Mr. Newton meant the gallows. In visible alarm) 
therefore, he asked him ^if he was acquainted 
with M^'LaishUn ? '' 

^I am fully aware/* answered Mr. Newton, 
sternly, ^^ of all your transactions Mrith him ; the 
drugs he supplied after you left Mr. Murdoch ; 
and, alas ! I know the effects they produced in 
the chamber of death." 

At these words M^Sweeny turned deadly pale ; 
Graham too was affected to agitation, especially 
when Mr. Newton continued^ " I told you Provi- 
dence was upon us. See to it. • More I will not 
say till I return to-^morrow, when one hundred 
pounds, and no more, will be offered you. Adieu.^ 

. ** Was there ever sic a bully,*' said M^^Sweeny, 
turning to Graham^ when Mr. Newton left the 
room. *^ He seems one of the Deevil's own clique 
for finding oot things ; yet, would, ye believe it? 
be has na been in Edinbro' aboove three days. 
Eh ! Sandy, what would you advise doing ? " 

" Stand up anent him like a man,'* answered 
Graham, though he was evidently labouring under 
some secret feeling, perhaps unknown to himself, 
and notwithstanding his confidence in the validity 
of the will remained unaltered. The truth is, 
Graham had notions of a world of spirits, and in 
ids visit to Offley House, from which he had been 
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repulsed^ he had learned things which had made 
(he deepest impressions upon him. 

But Mrs. M<^S weeny, was now appealed to, and 
gave a different opinion. ^^Ah! Dimcan/^ said 
she, " I always thought the matter too pborful for 
ye to manage* Sax thoosand a year is not so 
easily got, notwithstanding the deeth ; and though 
innocent, I trust, who knaws that' oor ain necks 
may not be in danger ; seeing that I learnt from' 
Katie M^^Farlane, who had it from Murdo, who- 
had it from his flunky, that this Sassonach that 
calls himself Newton is one of the Judges of 
London, and may have botii power and wull to 
judge us ; and what will he care^ Sassonach as be 
is, when other Sassonachs are the people con- 
samed? But let alone this, oh Dui^can! it is 
proven, I hear, that Sir John appeared at his ain 
hoose the vary niecht he died in oors ! ^' 

Here M^^Sweeny told her to hold her peace. 
"Thewoman,^^ said he, -**is parfectly demented 
to talk sich nonsense. Do not I, a writer of thirty 
years, know what an English Judge is ? — and that 
no sic a body can judge a cause in Scotland P—rand 
as for'bogles and apparitions-but what ails Sandy 
there, sulking as if the Evil One himself had ap- 
peared.^' 

" I knaw not what ye mean by the Evil One,? 
interrupted Mrs. M^^Sweeny, "but ye ken noo. 



238 iT. I«AWBBKCV. 

though ye did na till yesternight, when Katie 
tell'd it you, that some one did appear when least 
•xpected, even just the wraith of puir Sir John, 
when we thought him dead in his bed. Ob\ 
Duncan, just think of what you are aboot, and tak 
the Sassonaeh's money, that is, barring that he is 
not the De^il himself/^ 

*^The woman seems to give good advice,** said 
Graham, who had shrewdness enough to see that 
there were tilings in the case that had been kept 
from him; besides which, he was, as has been 
stated, struck with what had been hinted about 
the appearance of Sir John. The tale was there- 
fore told again, as it had been related by Katie, 
on the authority of Murdo, on the authority of 
Mr. Newton's groom, who had almost seen Sir 
John himself; and it must be owned it had a 
very \dsible and weighty effect upon the wight 
Graham, — who now desired a word in private with 
his principal, which was instantly granted him. 

" Ye see," said Graham, " ye are at best on tick- 
lish ground, and it may turn out to be a quick- 
sand that may swallow us all up. I was as bold 
as you, when this Newton first came in with his 
paltry offer of two hundred pound a-year. In 
truth, I took him for what ye tell*d me he was, 
some pettifogger of the faymily that was trying 
his hand upon us to get back the estate. But no 
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sic a thing ; from his person and dress^ and awfu' 
presence^ to say nothing of his awfu^ words, he 
might weel pass for King Jamie himsel.* Before 
I seed him, therefore, I expected that rather than 
fall, he would rise and rise, till he came to ten 
times as much. But De'il a bit ! insteed of that, 
he lowers and lowers till you will have nothing — 
ftae siller at aw — ^but possibly a halter in the Grass 
Market for your pains/* 

Here M<^Sweeny became violently agitated. 
" Oo, Sandy Graham,** said he, ^^this from youT 
You who gave such muckle assistance in making 
thewuU!** 

" I obeyed your orders,** returned Sandy, *^ and 
will maintain in any Court that the wiU is a good 
will. But how you got him to consent to, or sign 
it, being, as I remember, half asleep when you 
put the pen in his hand, I am innocent ; and if 
really his wraith appeared at his ain hoose at the 
moment he departed, there must be sometiiing 
more a-brewing than we -are aware of. For ye'll 
no deny, scoff as ye may, that sic a thing is possi- 
ble with God. Therefore Dimcan M*^Sweeny, 
consider weel before ye continue obstinate, and 
perhaps run into the ltingman*s and the Evil 
One*s hands both together. Ye know best what 
they can mak* against ye, and what means the aliu- 

* By tbis we may suppose that Mr. Graham was a Jacobite. 
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aion. to Toby M<^Laishlin and his drugs; but I 
mun tell ye^ that what Donald Murdoch whispers 
aboot henbane, is very awfu^, and if this Newton 
body has been to M^^Clintock's about it, as he 
says he has, you may depend upon it things may 
go Grosser than ye think for/* 

All this made deep impression on the nerves of 
Mr. M*^Sweeny, the writer of thirty years. His 
veins began to swell with emotion, occasioned by 
a contest between fears for his safety, and regret 
to throw away fortune. But Graham telling him 
*^that he might have none to throw away, as, if 
put to his oath, he (Graham) mun depose as to 
the condition of Sir John when he signed, and 
that the deed was carried to him wet from their 
hands, and never read over to him,** M^Sweeny 
became suddenly alive, not to the most dreadful 
part of his crime, but to the probability of the 
wiU being set aside. 

*^ Oh ! Sandy,** at last he exclaimed, ^^ what na 
fiile was I not to tak the three hundred poimds a- 
year ! ** 

Sandy quite agreed with him, but to humour 
his sinking hopes, fell in with his wish, to endea- 
vour, upon Mr. Newton*a next visit, to make him 
revive that original offer, and then to accept it. 
Accordingly, on Mr. Newton*s arrival the next 
day, he found his reception more peaceable, and 
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his host more pliant^ than he had hitherto seen 
him. He rose to receive him^ and even handed 
him a chair. 

^^ Well, sir \ " said Mr. Newton, sternly. 

*^ I wish it were weel, sir/^ answered the writer, 
" for then I should know hoo to turn myself. At 
present I am thinking the ups and downs of this 
life, and aw its awfu uncertainties, mak it painful for 
a body to know how to decide.'^ 

"Do you then reject my offer ?*^ asked Mr. 
Newton. 

" I canna preceesely say that I rejact it,'* re- 
turned M^'Sweeny. " To be sure, three himdred 
pounds a-year for life — ^^ 

" Remember, sir,*' said Newton, still more 
sternly, " that offer is not now before you." 

" O ! aye,*' repUed M^Sweeny, " I remember 
me noo ; I rejacted it, and it is noo but twa.'* 

Mr. Newton could have almost been amused at 
this piece of impudence, but the solemnity and 
importance of his errand checked him. 

" M^^Sweeny,'* said he, gathering up his lofty 
person, ^^ I thought, and still think, you one of 
the greatest villains upon earth; but I did not 
know you were a little one. Your attempt to en-i 
trap more than I agreed for, will be as abortive as 
your attempt upon the whole property, and it is 

VOL. I. M 
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even ridiculous^ considering what I am^ and what 
I know you to be." 

*• That is an injured man/' said M^^Sweeny. 
with unabashed effrontery ; " and in gude faith it 
is you who are the deluder ; you will not stand to 
your bargain^ by which (I dinna ken how I cam 
to be sich a blockhead), I forewent a noble fortin, 
for twa paltry hundreds a-year.*' 

" One word more of this kind, or one mnute 
more, of hesitation/' cried Mr. Newton, *^ and my 
offer, even of one hundred, is withdrawn. Con- 
sent or not consent, is the question.'' At which 
words Mr. Newton pulled out his watdh, and laid 
it upon the table. 

The defeated writer, beaten out of his fence, bit 
his lips almost through with rage, his chest 
heaved, his teeth chatteved, and his whole phy- 
siognomy denoted a sullen ferocity from which 
any wickedness might have been apprehended. 

" The minute is out," said Mr. Newton, with a 
calm determination, which forced M<^Sweeny to 
spealr« 

And what do you expect me to do," said he, 
" gin I comply ?" 

" Give up the will," setumed Mr. Newton 
^^ and sign a release of the estate upon receiving 
the annuity d^d, which can be prepared at th 
same time." 
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" Pll think on't/' said M^^Sweeny, " and give ye 
an answer to-morrow/^ 

*^ Not an hour more/^ cried Mr. Newton. ^^ In 
ftwjt the deeds are already prepared under the di- 
rection of Mr. M^Clintock, whose clerk is with 
them at the door, but who also has my orders to 
prepare other documents, in the shape of war- 
rants, against you Duncan M^S weeny, and Tobias 
M^Laishlin, as principals, and Winnefred M*^ 
Sweeny and Alexander Graham as accessories, in 
a transaction which you wot of, and which needs 
no description from meP 

'^ Oh ! Chraist ! ^* exclaimed M^Sweeny, ^^ my 
wife and aw. Was there ever sich a misfortunate 
person ! " 

" Say rather, such a wicked one ! ^^ said Mr. 
Newton. 

" Ye mun have your wuU,^^ returned M<^S weeny, 
^^ for I am bound hand and foot. The will is in 
diat scrutoir, you may tak itoot if you please.^^ 

" You must deUver it yourself,^^ replied Mr. 
Newton. M^Sweeny sighed, and then, with sullen 
step and slow, took the fatal deed from his desk, 
and threw it on the table to Mr. Newton, whose 
&ce lightened almost to glory, as he grasped and 
Unfolded the parchment; then passing to the 
street door, where Mr. M<*Clintock's clerk was 
.waiting with his bag, he ushered him into his 

m2 
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presence of the discomfited M^Sweeny. With 
him came one other ; — no less than the honest che- 
mist, the author, or at least the instrument, of all 
these wonders. The deeds were read over, signed, 
sealed, and mutually delivered ; the release, in the 
presence of the three witnesses above-mentioned ; 
the annuity (which to save time was granted by 
Mr. Newton himself), in that of the clerk and 
Murdoch. 

Thus, this excellent Newton had now achieved 
all he wished: — ^he had restored to their inheritance 
two helpless orphans, who, but for him, mvtst 
have been abandoned to poverty and distress. 
Yet he denied all merit in himself; saying, he was 
hut an humble instrument of that Providence 
which had appeared palpable throughout every 
scene of this miraculous afiair. 

On his return home, he was met by his whole 
village, the two orphans at their head. One of 
those orphans was my mother, — through whose 
marriage with my father I now own this myste- 
rious tower. 

As their trustee, Newton deposited the will and 
the release of it in his own chest, till they should 
be of age. At that period my mother gave herself 
to my father, who took the name of Offley; and 
when Mr. Newton drew out these eventftd docu- 
ments to provide for the marriage settlement, he 



ST. LAWRENCE. 245 

observed with elation^ to them both^ ^^ These are 
dear papers to me, for they made me discard all 
my former opinions^ of the inefficacy of worldly in- 
terests to make man wish for life. — Tliere is some- 
thing worth living/or." 

St. Lawrence had now finished his story, which 
had a visible effect upon his auditors, who all 
crowded round him with thanks and pleasure. 
They were charmed with the whole relation ; 
charmed with the ghost, charmed with the event ; 
and, nbove all, charmed with Mr. Newton. 

^^ He was a canny chiel that,^^ said Mr. Camp- 
bell, affecting his native language. ^* I trust he 
was happy, and did not relapse.^^ 

^^ So far from it,*^ observed St. Lawrence, " that 
his whole life and character seemed changed, and 
he resumed all his energies, which never after- 
wards failed. Neither was the vision of Sir John 
to the gardener ever forgotten, though the re- 
membrance of it, as Mr. Offley observed, was of 
course mixed up with many inaccuracies and 
exaggerations ; so that his tower became, and 
even now retnains, a source of terror to the ser- 
vants of the house, as well as the good wives of 
the neighbourhood. 

*^ Hence the bolts and bars which first chal- 
lenged my attention ; and if they were left open, I 
have little doubt that poor Sir John would be 
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seen coming down stairs, eveiy night, and Mr. 
Offley would scarcely have had a doniestic, not . 
even Mr. Ambrose, to live with him; ' 

'^ No doubt, no doubt," said Campbell, and fell 
into a long fit of musing. '^ It is certainly what 
you have called it, a came ciUhre^ and thus au- 
thenticated, might convert many an unbeliever- 
Yet after all, if there was to be a miraculous in- 
terposition, why was it not more forcible and dis- 
tinct at once The appearance, supposed or real, 
was no more than the figure of Sir John*. He 
spoke, indeed, to his gardener, but told him no-' 
thing, not even of his death, much less of the vil- 
lains that caused it. The interposition therefore 
was, I will not say for an object unworthy of it, 
but altogether defective as a mean to its end/' 

*^ If you consider," returned St. Lawrence, " I 
do not think you will retain that opinion. As for 
the inadequacy, how can that be inadequate to 
its end, which, in point of fact, did accomplish it." 

All the company said that was unanswerable. 

" Now to apply this,'^ continued St. Lawrence, 
^' you must admit, that had not Sir John appeared 
to the gardener (whether really to his eyes, or 
only to his fancy, is of no consequence) the sub- 
sequent events would not have taken place. It 
was the appearance only that operated upon the 
ardener to keep out the Scotch messengers, who, 
once in, would have kept so by virtue of the will. 
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and made it harder to have disposseed them. It 
was this appearance that kindled the zeal of the 
neighbonrhood, and probably the zeal, or at least, 
the extraordinary conduct of Mr. Newton himself. 
It is at any rate clear that success attended the 
exertions that were made; and the inference 
is but fair, that the success was achieved by 
the belief that Heaven had inteposed. You 
think, perhaps, that if it had been a mere mortal- 
transaction, you could have orderdd it better. It 
may be so ; but when a thing apparently so diffi^ 
cult was done, I rm content, without inquiry, to 
believe it was well done. 

*^ Perhaps," continued St. Lawrence, ^* you 
woidd have had this murder revealed as in the 
opening of Hamlet, — ^possibly the richest effusion 
of the genius of our great Bard, or of any other 
since time began. The consummateness of the 
art with which the appearance of King Hamlet is 
introduced, can oidy be equalled by the pathos in 
the conduct of the story afterwards. Yet I have 
heard even that criticized, as too complicated to 
be the work of Providence ; and a question has 
been made, as to the necessity of the revelation to 
the friend of Hamlet, and even to that friend^s 
friendsj before it got round to Hamlet himself/^ 

"He was the only party concemed,^^ said 
Campbell. 
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" I know what that would infcr/^ replied St 
Lawrence ; *^ but the inference, I think is hasty, 
and, with submission, not sufficiently considered. 
Supposing the fact of the ghost, as given by Saxo 
Ghrammaticus, we say the intent of his coming was 
best supported by the mode in which he came. 
Had Hamlet alone seen his departed father, he 
might have been thought, as he even thought him- 
self, a visionary who had lost his senses from grief. 
He almost says as much in one of the most beau- 
tiful passages in the play : 

* The spirit I have seen 
May be the devil, and the devil hath power 
T' assume a pleasing shape ; yea aad perhaps 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 
As he is very potent with such spirits, 
Abuses me to damn me/ 

" Hence, though Horatio might also have been 
allowed to have seen the apparition, yet, being 
Hamlet^s friend, a conspiracy against the King 
might have been suspected. Whereas other 
friends, but not so near to Hamlet, and mere part- 
ners of the watch, being first assailed by the 
vision, and being more familiar with Horatio than 
the Prince, they communicate it to him, in the 
first instance, in order that the account may be 
better accredited where most necessary. Thus 
two ends were answered; — the conviction in Ham- 
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let that he had really seen his father; and the 
proof to the world, on the testimony of otJier most 
unbiassed witnesses, that the murdered King was 
still permitted to walk/^ 

^^ And what use do you make of all this,'^ said 
Mr. Campbell, ^^ as bearing on the present case ? 
For I do not suppose you believe that king Ham- 
let did really appear, and that the relation of 
. Saxo Grammaticus, and the embroidered additions 
of Shakspeare, are true." 

^^ I do not,'^ returned St. Lawrence. *^ I only 
use them as illustrations of what I had said in re- 
gard to Providence, in the case I have related. 
For if the facts be admitted, it is not for us to 
criticize the manner in which Providence chose 
to bring them about. What other objects were 
to be answered, what hidden merits, interests, or 
energies (of which there are many in this tale) were 
to be developed, cannot at once appear. But had 
the whole story of M*^Sweeny been proclaimed by 
Sir John from the top of the tower, there would 
have been no difficultv, and therefore no virtue ; 
Newton need not have stirred, and second causes 
(the beauty of this tale) would have been at an end." 
All Mr. Campbell's company acceded to this 
reasoning of St. Lawrence, who was thanked 
again and again for this singular, because so wel 
a,ttested narrative of a divine interposition ; and 

M 5 
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Campbell being left in a minority of one (teller 
included), for the present gave up the point. 

What afterwards passed between these two 
friends, both shrewd reasoners, and both studious 
of truth upon the great subject of Providence at 
large, might be easily arranged from the notes 
made of it by St. Lawrence himself. But I am 
uncertain of the disposition of the world to attend 
to the lucubrations of a hermit, when they would 
willingly perhaps only listen to the excitements of 
a politician. I dare scarcely therefore undertake 
it. Yet the subject is of the last importance to the 
mind, heart, and well-being of man. Can it, 
ought it, to be neglected ? No ! 



CHAPTER 11. 



PROVIDENCE. 



To the Honourable and Reverend Augustus 
Phipps, Rector of Halesworth^ County of 
Suffolk. 

To a Clergyman like yourself, seriously and 
sincerely attached to the sacred profession you 
have embraced, I need scarcely give reasons for 
desiring to present to you a composition which has 
for its aim the developement of the mysteries of 
Providence. Indeed, were you not clothed with the 
clerical character, and likely, I verily believe, to 
be a credit to it, from the earnestness which I have 
perceived in you, I should still be glad to mark 
my sense of the pleasure which, from your birth 
upward, our connection has given me. But my 
main inducement is what I have glanced at above — 
the serious attention of your heart to holy sub- 
jects ; among which none surely can be more in 
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teresting than that which I have attempted to 
treat. 

I am aware that for a layman^ who has passed 
a long life in tlie turmoil of worldly affairs, to 
meddle with what so intensely concerns our no- 
tions of God, may have an air of presumption, 
which, however, I trust will not justly be imputed 
to me. If the inquiry were not of all others the 
most interesting to every man that lives, be his 
class or occupation what it may; if heart and 
soul were not in it, and if I had not all my life 
long been anxious to understand the mysteries I 
have treated, and to endeavour to vindicate the 
ways of God to man ; I would not hiCve presumed 
to attempt the grasp of such a subject. And as to 
my lay pursuits in the business of the world, as 
it is that business upon which the Great Power I 
have dared to contemplate is emphatically em- 
ployed, it probably the less unfits me for the task 
I have ventured upon. 

The hermit who so wished to imderstand the 
mazes of Providence, which puzzled hin^ in his 
cell, was forced, you know, to sally into the world, 
the better to study them. And it was there, 
though he beheld very shocking things^ that he 
could alone accomplish their explanation,* 

* The allusion is to Parnell's beautiful tale. 
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But some one may say, ^^ Are there liot, and 
have there not been, enough and to spare, of trea- 
tises upon Providence ? ^^ 

There certainly have been many, full of piety, 
and fiill of learning, and written by great authori- 
ties of the ChTirch, men whom, in abilities, I could 
never pretend to reach. But, from I know not 
what fatality, none of their works have seemed to 
me to have fair\y encoimtered the true difficxilties 
of the question, and in the labyrinth of the op- 
posing arguments in respect to ^^fixt fate, free- 
will, foreknowledge infinite,'* have still " found 
no end, in wandering mazes lost/' 

Of the two divisions of Providence, moral and 
physical, the latter has been well, successfully, and 
beautifully treated ; and by none more so than by 
the latest authorities ; among which Paley's Natu- 
ral Theology (deservedly in every body's hand) is 
an absolute jewel. It were to be wished that that 
clearest and shrewdest of heads (notwithstanding 
some hasty speculations) had completed his bene- 
factions to mankind, by treating also of moral, or 
particular Providence ; that which governs the ac- 
tions of men, as well as the wonders of nature. 
We might then not have to lament that no divine, 
however able, seems to have been inclined fairly 
to grapple with the true difficulties that are in- 
sisted upon by the sceptics. 
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Whatever has been done, as far as I have been 
able to judge, has rather eluded than combated 
those giants. Predestination and Free-will, which 
are always brought forward, to frighten us from 
the endeavour to reconcile them with an all-dis- 
posing Providence. Nor do any of them distin- 
guish (at least not satisfactorily) the immense dif- 
ference between an interposing Providence, and 
one that has provided, silently, and quietly, for all 
events from the beginning of time. This, in 
isjcty is the true question. Yet, for the most 
part, when we look into the usual commentators, 
we find nothing but direct interpositiony expoimded 
as it may be, but with what success against the 
assertors of free-will, may be problematical. 

Thus Sherlock, one of the most respectable of 
the authorities, in his very pious and learned work 
expressly on the subject, upholds interposition 
every where upon the authority of Holy Writ. 
Quite enough to support the doctrine, if that were 
merely the question. But he no where (satisfac- 
torily at least) answers the objection, that if that 
authority is to beat down all objection, free-will 
must be at an end. His salvo is, to me, unten- 
able. He is forced to open the field of chance, of 
things unforeseen, of things exempt, as he supposes, 
from the operation of the universal laws of physics, 
— to give room and opportunity for Providence to 
work in. 
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Thus, he says, that ^^ God reserves the ele- 
ments, the wind, and the rain, and the tempest, to 
influence events at his pleasure ;" — ^than which a 
more unphilosophical notion, I need not tell you, 
can hardly be imagined. I have no books here, 
and I wish not to misrepresent him ; but I think 
that he attributes the destruction of Sennacherib's 
army before Jerusalem, to a storm sent on pur- 
pose in the night ; as if that storm would not have 
been effected by the laws of physics, exactly when 
it was, without express interposition. Thus the 
Almighty is represented like some of the heathen 
Deities, JBolus for example, who kept the winds 
imprisoned in his cave, to be let loose at pkamre, 
or the request of a sister deity, Juno, who wanted 
to destroy JEneas ! I need not tell you how con- 
trary to all good divinity, as well as good philoso- 
phy, this must be. Be this as it may, most of the 
illustrations of Sherlock, whose work I mention 
as the principal one, are taken from the history of 
the Jews ; which being so peculiar, and for so 
peculiar a purpose, (in fact not less than a Theo- 
cracy, as if God had quitted Heaven, and reigned 
in person in Jerusalem,) cannot possibly be taken 
as an illustration of what governs the rest of the 
world. 

Without disputing the plagues of iEgypt, the 
difference of the Bible account, from what would 
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be an account on our principles^ is this ; that in 
the Bible^ Moses appears to Pharoah as actually 
commissioned by a diploma from Heaven, to 
inflict the plagues he did upon the land, in order 
to produce the liberation of tlie Israelites ; which 
plagues were expressly created on the spur of the 
occasioHy to answer that particular purpose, and 
were thus not in the concatenation of second 
causes, founded in the law of nature, and resolved 
upon from the beginning, according to the hypo- 
thesis I have supported. 

With the greatest submission therefore to the 
Dean, his account, though from the authority of 
Scripture it must be taken as true as applied to the 
Jewish history, — which bad a particular and most 
important end to answer, — cannot be generally ap- 
pUcable in the common course of things. It can- 
not enter into the theory of .Universal Providence; 
it is insulated both as fact and doctrine ; and as a 
manual of philosophy, can satisfy no man, any 
more than that the rain was sent expressly, that 
is, miraculously y to destroy Sennacherib. You 
will tell me that its being miraculous^ only proves 
it more providential ; and I perfectly agree. There 
cannot indeed be a greater proof of Providence 
than a miracle; and our happiest feeUngs are con- 
cerned in the support of the possitulity of such aii 
interposition in a case so great as to want it. 
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But this must wait for such a case. It cannot be 
the common^ ustml mode of governing by second 
causes. It is not a second cause if it be a miracle. 
If often or r^ularly repeated, it is miracle no 
more ; and, as Burke said of violent measures in 
politics, where existence was at stake, it is making 
the medicine of the commonwealth its daily bread. 

I do not blame the divines for taking their 
theories, and still less their examples, from the Old 
Testament and Jewish history ; but I blame them 
for confining themselves to those sources, and 
from those authorities alone legislating for all the 
rest of thei world. The inost pious and enthu- 
siastic devotee must confess that the Jewish dispen* 
sation is at an end ; that miracles are over ; and 
that the earth will no longer open and swallow up 
rebels to any laws, human or divine. We have 
long, long been imder another polity, and "the ways 
of God to man^^ are altfjjred from what they were in 
the times of the Pentateuch, the Judges, or the 
book of Kings. Not the less do we reverence 
and believe the sublime authority, which says, 
that not a sparrow falls to the groimd without the 
Father. How that is may be here seen. 

What Sherlock, however, has failed to perform, 
no other person that I recollect, at least among 
divines, has attempted. There may be insulated 
passages, or even sermons, here and there ; there 
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is a great deal in the excellent Wollaston^ and the 
perspicuous Seed^ applicable to Moral Providence ; 
which (always be it observed) is the species I am 
canvassing; but there is no r^ular detailed es- 
say, meeting and grappling with the cogent objec- 
tions drawn from the incompatibility of a ruling 
power that foresees, and therefore (as it i» affirmed) 
predestines every thing, and the position that the 
will of man is free. There is no such performancei 
clear, fair, and bold, except that of a layman, 
Abraham Tucker, who certainly flinches from no- 
thing, but wrestles manfully with the subject; and 
this performance I am free to confess is so dear, 
simple, and convincing, that it would render this 
attempt of mine unnecessary, but for the two or 
three following considerations. 

1st. It forms only part, and a very small one, 
of a most voluminous range of works, valuable to 
the metaphysician in his closet, distinguished for 
depth of thought, satisfactory conclusion, and 
above all, for a power and amplitude of illus- 
tration which must do good to those who have 
leisure and inclination for these subjects; and 
hence I would advise you to give it a conspicuous 
place on your shelves at Halesworth. 

Paley, in his preface to his Moral and Political 
Philosophy, excusing himself for not acknowledg- 
ing obligation to preceding writers, on account of 
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the difficulty of tracing to whom every thing be- 
longed; makes an exception in favour of Search's 
(Tucker's) Light of Nature, on account of the 
happiness of its illustrations. But being thus 
voluminous, it is not, and cannot be in every 
body's hands ; nor might those who wish to 
examine his thoughts upon Providence, think it 
worth while to burthen themselves with so many 
other subjects. 

In the next place, from the amazing, redundancy 
of his ideas, and the vast variety of shapes iii 
which he places them before you, as well as the 

to clog instead of open the passage to his 
excellent doctrine, those who wish or are best 
fitted to understand things under simpler forms, 
might be deterred from pursuing the matter with 
sufficient perseverance. Nor do I know that 
the pure, didactic, imomamented, perhaps dry 
style in which the subject is handled, added to the 
length of the argument, would have attractions 
enough for many, who would require to be se- 
duced, as it were, by ornament and elegance, into 
the acquisition of knowledge. To these the' path 
might appear at first too rough and intricate to be 

attempted. 

Exclusive of this, I perhaps think that this 

treatise is not so methodical as it might be, and 
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as readers might wish it to be. Nor are the de- 
ductions or illustrations by historical cases^ so 
practically striking as to preclude the necessity 
for something more inmiediately obvious, and 
under a more popular form. 

I had made the attempt before in Tremaine ; 
but even there, perhaps from its being new to me, 
I am sensible I did not make the most of my own 
theories ; and I have endeavoured (I trust with- 
out repetition) to supply what may there be thought 
wanting. 

In presenting you with this small tract, I 
have thought it right to accompany it by these 
preliminary remarks, which I hope you will re- 
member in perusing it; and whatever its impres- 
sion upon your better judgment, I trust you will 
accept it both as a mark of my esteem and affec- 
tion, and of the hope I have that in the sincere 
devotion of yourself to the sacred profession you 
have chosen, you will receive a reward, both here 
and hereafter, which no other profession can give. 

And so farewell. 

Wiesbaden^ May^ 1836. 
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SECTION I. 



" Now Heaven walks on earth." 

Shakspeare*s Twelfth Night. 

" For he maketh the storm to cease, so that the waves thereof are 
•till." Psalm, cvii. 

The morning after the stormy and fearful night 
described in the last Chapter, found Mr. Camp- 
bell and St. Lawrence on the leads of a high 
tower which overlooked the interior of Castle 
Campbell^ and commanded a wide prospect of 
sea^ and shore^ and distant islands^ extending as 
far as the stupendous promontory of Fair Head 
on the opposite coast of Ireland. They had as- 
cended this commanding terrace with a view to 
ascertain the damages^ whatever they were, which 
so perilous a night mi&^ht have occasioned. With 
the exception, however, of two or three boats that 
had been staved on the beach, and a few cottages 
unroofed, all was comparatively calm, made more 
so by contrast. The sea, indeed, still swelled in 
immense and reverberating undulations, but with- 
out those mountainous waves that had been so 
terrific. At the same time something like a sul- 
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len and lowing swell at a distance, continued to 
affect the timid part of Campbell Town with fears 
of Sawney Bean, by no means yet entirely al- 
layed. In other respects the contrast was won- 
derful. The sun shone out with a light and 
warmth that were exhilarating ; and though de- 
tached glomerations of clouds chased one another, 
now heavily, now swiftly, over the vault of Hea- 
ven, yet they rested no where, and at length es- 
caped into the horizon, leaving the stout old castle 
that had been so buffeted, in full possession of its 
strength, and its beautiful blue sea. The last, if not 
calm, now dashed fainter and fainter against the 
rocks that formed the base of the castle ; only 
throwing up now and then a little spray, as if 
merely to show it was still there. Even this at 
length died away ; so changed and soothing was 
the altered scene. 

" How wonderful this is ! " said St. Lawrence ; 
" to look at this prospect now, one would sup- 
pose you had never any other than halcyon days 
upon this rugged coast of yours, spite of Sawney 
Bean, and all other permitted persecutors of the 
Campbells from the other world." 

"You think, then," replied the Laird, "in com- 
mon with many of my neighbours, that Sawney, 
as a M^Leod once had the insolence to tell us, is 
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really allowed to persecute the Campbells ^for 
nae gude that they did ? '" 

^' I know not," returned St. Lawrence, " how far 
these descendants of the old Solemn-League-and- 
Covenant men, who only owned the Almighty even 
as their temporal prince, may, like their ancestors, 
believe he still continues to reward and punish in 
this world as in aforetime; but though, if there 
had been such a dispensation, it is now undoubt- 
edly at an end, with the Macbriars, the Kettle- 
drummies, and the Davy Deans, who upheld that 
doctrine, the opinion is at least better than that 
which supposes the Being who made us cares no- 
thing for the creatures he has made, but leaves all 
to chance and our own wilfulness." 

" This savours much of our last night's /specu- 
lation,^^ observed Campbell, "in which I allow 
one of your illustrations, at least, was rather 
startling, particularly with my friends below there, 
who almost mobbed me for hazarding a doubt 
about the appearance of the Offley spirit. You 
told the story well. But now we are alone, if it 
is not an unfair question (which, as you are not 
even a divine, much less a bishop), perhaps it is 
not, may I ask if you believe one tittle of this 
miracle yourself ? " 

" I believe all that I have told you," replied St, 
Lawrence j " which, pray observe, by no means 
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amounted to a miracle^ but only an eveht^ seeff^ 
ingly preternatural, which might be the mere ebul- 
lition of fancy in a inan brooding intensely per- 
haps on one idea, but which, being followed by 
such important consequences, assumes the air of 
reaUty." 

" The reality itself, then," said Campbell, *^you 
do not believe ; and I am willing to allow your 
tale to be an extraordinary, perhaps the most ex- 
traordinary presumption of an interposing Pro- 
vidence I ever heard. You say yourself, however, 
that it was a mere fancy of the man, and that 
fancy fortuitous. As a serious argument for the 
interference of Heaven, the matter must there- 
fore be given up." 

^^Not quite so easily,'^ observed St. Lawrence; 
^ for though we may say that the spirit of Sir John 
Offley did not, by a command of the Almighty, ap- 
pear in a real visible shape, and actually speak witii 
living breath, yet not the less, according to all my 
theories and notions of the conduct of human 
events by a superhuman power, might \h\sfa7icied 
appearance have been the designed mode of bring- 
ing about what really was accompUshed.'^ 

" You mean the restoration of the estate ? " 

'' I do." 

" Then pardon me if I am a stem unbeliever, 
if only from the total inadequacy of the reason for 
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what, if you are right in your opening (though you 
have not explained it), ought, it should seem, tu 
have been a million of times more important than 
the mere restoration of property to a simple indi- 
vidual, when thousands are daily as much wronged 
without any interference at all. Colonel Gar- 
dener's famous story gives a more plausible rea- 
son for his vision (the conversion of a sinner), 
than this, the mere preservation of 61thy lucre." 

" I have already obser\-ed," rephed St. Law- 
rence, " that I asserted no miracle ; nor hare I 
stickled even for interference, farther tlian that 
universal cognizance and regulation which I hold 
are exercised by the Creator and Governor of tlic 
World, through the intervention of tecond causes : 
a constitution of things which I suppose you do 
not deny." 

" I neither affirm nor deny any thing at pre- 
sent," replied Campbell j " but shall be gtad to 
hear how a ghost, a. thing not in nature, can be a 
second cause ! " 

"^ Agaip," said St. Lawrence, " let me dehver 
myself from the charge of ha\'ing introduced a 
ghost. But you will allow there is such a thing 
as fancy, visions, enthusiasm, dreams, call titem 
what you mil, that operate powerfully upon the 
hrtun (proportionably perhaps to its weakness) ; 

Vfll« I. N 
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but which actually do operate apon it, and often 
impel to a particular conduct/' 

^^ Suppose I grant this," said Campbell, '^ what 
then ? " 

" Why add, if you please, that this fancy, or 
whatever we call it, is not infused ybr the moment, 
or expressly /or a particular purpose, unforese^i 
before, but is the consequence and offspring of a 
certain natural constitution of the fancier, whom 
I will call the patient, as I would, if he were by 
constitution subject to the gout." 

" Well ; and still what then ? " 

" Why then again, if, as we have supposed, this 
dream or vision lead to conduct, we have at once 
a second cause, without any violation of any law 
of nature ; — which for the moment we will allow 
a positive palpable messenger from Heaven would 
be." 

Campbell paused in reflection upon this ; then 
asked what use his friend meant to make of it, 
supposing it was conceded. 

" Simply this," said St. Lawrence, *^ that se- 
cond causes being the instruments by which Pro- 
vidence governs the course of events, this fancy 
in the Offley gardener became one of those instru- 
ments, and the restoration of the estate was pro- 
vidential or designed, although there was no mira- 
cle in the case." 
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Ingenious enough/' observed Campbell; ^^but 
letting in a vast and boundless subject, with a 
thousand data as conceded, which have puzzled 
all the philosophers for a thousand years together/' 

" And yetj in my mipd," replied St. Lawrence, 
" offering no difficulty at alL" 

" You will be a benefactor to philosophy, if you 
prove this," said Campbell, ^^ if only from the 
stumbling block of free-will^ which no one in my 
opinion has ever yet got over— priest or kyman.— 
Nay, the divines are so much put to it upon the 
whole subject, that after a great many fine flx)u<» 
rishes about an interference, — the pow^r of which 
no one denies, could the difficulty from, free-will 
be got over, — they always have recourse to the 
jrevelations of Scriptiire for proof;— which is au- 
thority and not argument. Granting the authority, 
indeed, the contest is at an end ; for there Pro- 
vidence has plainly declared itself. But on the 
other hand, there also would be predestination^ 
which puts an end to free-will, and, therefore, to 
moral responsibility." 

'^ For all this I am prepared," said St. Law- 
rence, '^ but wait for farther objections of the 
same nature, if you have them." 

^' PreHminary then, to this," continued Camp- 
bell, '* a great and wide field must be gone over, 
as to the nature of second causes, and how it is 

N 2 
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that Providence makes use of them to bring about 
the events of the world." 

'' To this/' replied St Lawrence, «' I will wil- 
lingly address myself, though I believe a man of 
your class of mind needs not such a preliminary. 
Are you really disppsed to so profound, and there- 
fore ^e^ne a discussion ? " 

Campbell, who had in &ct been all his life long 
keen on the subject, replied, ^^ I would listen 
to nothing more willingly. But,'' added he, ^the 
air bites shrewdly, notwithstanding the sun ; and 
the place, the top of a house, is not over conve- 
nient. Sawney, too, over the way, might hot be 
pleased at such a subject being discussed, 10 it 
were in his very sight; I therefore propose m 
more commodious scene of debate.'' ' 

To this St. Lawrence agreed ; and followed Us 
friend to his private room in the lower part of the 
Castle. 
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SECTION II. 



SECOND CAUSES. 

'< There 'i a diyinity t)iat shapes, our ends, 
Rough hew them as we wilL" 

Hamlkt 

^^ I suppose/^ said St. Lawrence^ after a pause^ 
and they had shut the door, ^^ that the Ahnighty^ 
If horn we worship as such, is the Framer and First 
Cause of all thin^.^^ 

. Campbell nodded assent. — ^^^I only made the 
nb^serration/^ added St. Iiawrence, ^^ to rid the 
question of any rubbish of Spinozism or Epicu- 
leiMfiism that might stand at the threshold of the 
subject.^^ 

- ^ Miake yourself perfectly easy/^ said Campbell, 
^ as to that."' 

^ If he caused all things, then,^^ continued St. 
Xiawrence, ^^ it will be equally clear that he knew 
the properties of all the things he caused; their 
relations between, their effects upon, one another ; 
and the train of consequences eternally flowing 
through all time, that would follow from those 
effects, from their first creation to the present mo- 
ment, and all moments beyond it.'^ 

^^ Granting omniscience and foreknowledge/' said 
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Campbell, ^^ which I am not disposed to deny, I 
may readily subscribe to this/^ 

^^As a fair consequence to it, then,'' eontinned 
St. Lawrence, ^^ you will, perhaps, admit that the 
Framer, whom I will now call Providence, had 
some design in such a concatenation, not less, in 
fa^t, than the production and difectiim of the 
events that arose from them, constituting in re- 
ality, the history of the world." 

^^ 60 on," said CampbelL 

^^ If this be BO, these effects and relations, thus 
generating one another, and influencing the aotions 
of men, without any visible interference of the ori- 
ginal and First Cause, may be justly stykd^ as we 
do style them, Second Causes. Pray pardon my 
methodical formality in - obtruding these truisms 
upon you." 

^^ Method," said Campbell, ^^ is the life and scml 
of an argument, even where the preliminaries vtt 
known ; you have still, however, to show how the 
relations and propeities of matter can influenoe 
the characters and actions of men." 

^^ That is surely, not difficult," swid St. Law- 
rence, ^^ since the whole scene of -our aotions, the 
foundation of all our conduct, the motives which 
exercise our energies, and upon which our intellect, 
thoughts, and all that prompts feeling, passion, 
and ambition, depend, arise entirely from created 
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Blatter ; matter for spirit to work upon, but with- 
out which we should have nothing to employ that 
spirit. When we love, covet, or will a thing, which 
are acts of the mind, and may therefore be called 
4fpiritiuii, the thing itself must be material, and 
strike through the senses, or the mind would have 
no notion of it. Some fanciful metaphysicians 
indeed have doubted of this, and supported innate, 
or what they call connate ideas,* but ^' 

^ You need not trouble yourself,^' interrupted 
Campbell ; " we will grant all that.^ 

'^ Why indeed,^' observed St. Lawrence, ^^ the 
notion is merely curious, and we may leave it 
imtouched. To proceed then. Created matter, 
in all its millions of forms, change properties, 
and relations, being that alone which sets the mind 
and passions to work, and this exercise of the 
mind and passions forming the characters, and 
prompting the actions of men, they at once be- 
come the Second Causes of which we are treating ; 
nor are there any created things, however minute, 
trifling, or apparently useless, that may hot by their 
incesisant action upon one another, grow into pal- 
pable consequence, in exciting to those motions 
which influence meii^s desires, and impel to par- 
ticular conduct.'' 

• Sherlock, &c. 
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'* I should be glad to see this exemplified,^ 
Campbell. 

^* Why, take the field which is now lyii^ under 
a winter fallow on the side of that hill,^ «atd St 
Lawrence. ^^ Tou see its ridges laid tip to sweeten 
by the air, and be made crisp by frost, in order 
the better to be pulverized and cleansed previous ' 
to being sown. Take the seed now in the granary, 
properly aired, regularly turned, and protected 
from damp, in order to insure its efficacy to pro- 
duce a crop when sown; but which, if not thus' 
aired and turned, would be spoilt. Take thepresent 
state of the elements, (even the storms of kst' 
night,) influencing in some measure, though re-' 
motely, the future state of them during the grow- 
ing season, so as to produce a plentiful, or cause 
a scanty harvest in autumn." 

"Well! and then?^' 

" Why, then, we have the most universal and 
powerful source of interest to mankind, the supply 
of food, influencing, as I need not tell you, in a 
degree, I might almost say, the whole globe. Com- 
merce, politics, war, perhaps revolution ; the hap- 
piness, virtue, misery, or wickedness of man, are all 
in a measure affected by the almost imperceptible 
process of what is now going on in the air, and in the 
soil ; that process depending upon the process of 
preceding years, one before another, till you arriveat 
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the first moment of the* creation. As this too (the 
supply of food) forms the support of the whole 
world, there is no end of its consequences ; for it 
immediately lets in the whole scene of human ac- 
tion ; gives impetus to character^ and opportunity 
for its display ; in short, contributes to all moral 
conduct, and all the events of history." 

^^ You have taken a large compass/' observed 
Campbell. 

'^By no means yet finished/' answered St. 
Lawrence. ^^ For, take it farther up : what a 
field it; opens from the endless concatenation ana 
dependency of effect upon cause ! And where are 
we to stop till, as I have said, we begin with Time 
itself ? Would you say, then, that this could be, 
and the First Cause indifferent to all the conse- 
quences he was creating, and which must have 
been before him at the time he was creating 
them ? Some of them are stupendous. The happi- 
ness of nations, as well as of individuals;, the li- 
berty or slavery of .the world; the rise o» fall of 
thrones: — all this must have been in the mind of 
the Almighty, when time commenced, and Second 
Causes were sent, not to seek their fortune, but 
to do his will in the minutest particular, ^ till time 
should be no more.'^' 

" This is stupendous, indeed ! " observed Camp- 
belL N 5 
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'* But not more than tme,^ replied St. Law- 
ence, *^ or jtbere is no truth in nature/' * 

* I caimot here leliiie myielf or the reider the fkkasure ol 
f nrrnting thif ■cotiinmt, detailed by one who wis a master of 
htf sabject, and whose work ahonld be more read than it is ; fori 
first-rate npon aknost all points, and high as it is in character, it 
is Bot so generally known as it ought to be : 

** As ererj provident person/* says Abraham Tadnr (under 
the name of Edward Search), who has any great work to do, wi)l 
prepare the materials, engage the workmen and labourers, and 
gire the orders necessary for bringing it to perfection ; so, what- 
erer God designs to produce by the operation of Second Causes, 
he provides sufficient agents; gives them the powers, the im- 
pulses, and the motives requisite exactly to answer his purpose^ 
If he determines to bring plenty or scarcity upon the earth, he 
disposes the air and the elements in such manner as neces- 
sarily to produce either ; if he resolves to build up or pull down 
kingdoms, he raises up men with peculiar talents, fitted either 
for improving the arts of war and policy, or for throwing things 
into confusion. From hence we may gather that the providence 
of God is over all his works, and that in the formation of senti- 
ent as well as uhsentient natures^ he had in view that series of 
dianges and events they would produce, and ordered his whole 
multitude of Second Causes, so as to execute that plan of Provi- 
dence which he had in his intention. Which plan contained the 
order of succession we have spoken of, whereof the systems and 
courses of nature, the dispensations of good and evil, the fates 
and fortunes of men, and other sentient creatures, are the seve- 
ral parts ; which, whether it has run for ever, or ha^ a begin- 
ning, owed its rise either i^om everlasting, or some certain time, 
o the power and action of the Almighty.*' — (Search*s Light of 
Nature, vol. v. pp. 83, 84, re-published with the true name of 
the author, Abraham Tucker, by the late Sir Henry Mildmay 
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'' Yet it is difficult' observed Campbell, « to 
suppose that the Almighty cau be occupied, much 
less interested, by the fall of a leaf, or the crawUng 
of a toad. That he could not descend to such 
trifles, seemed to be the opinion both of the Stoics 
and Epicureans/' 

^^ The Stoics,^^ replied St. Lawrence, ^^ were wise 
men, very wise for their times, when aU the world 
was in darkness ; but we beat them to nothing, 
both in philosophy and divinity. And as to your 
leaf and your toad, God made them.; which 
is quite sufficient answer, without breaking our 
brains about that useless question, as to his object 
in doing it. He made them, and therefore, front 
all analogies, must have made them for some pur- 
pose known to himsejf, though not to us. How 
many thousand things are there in creation, the 
uses, or purposes of which we know not, and 
never shall ! A Uon^ a monkey, a parrot, the beau- 
tiful colours of the feathered tribe ; beautiful, but 
hid in woods, and deserts, scarce beheld of us; 
flowets that blush unseen; gold and jewels, perhaps 
at earth^s centre, that never saw, and never will 
seethe light. What are these, in the eye of Heaven, 
any more than the leaf and the toad ? Yet the 
wonder&d contrivance and mechanism of many of 

who was his grandson. — See the subject continued, note a in 
the Appendix.) 
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these things demonstrate even the fullest attention 
of the Creator to the smallest objects. Bees^ ants, 
spiders, the rings of worms, the sea uenemona, 
(which seems mere putp, bat which can smother 
and devour a small fish), the threads of a muscle, 
spun by itself, and fastened to a rock to prevent its 
being washed off! Why all this extraordinary 
power lavished upon things apparently so mean in 
comparison with Onmipotence, if created merely 
to be abandoned as soon as made ? No, it would 
be difficult, indeed impossible^, for our finite minds^ 
to discover the reasons that determined the Infinite 
Mind to call into life, and still more into existence 
without life, all that we see ; but, depend upon it, 
nothing can be so false as the notion that there 
is any thing in creation without a use, any more 
than without a cause, and therefore without the 
notice of the Creator." 

** This is very glowing,'' observed Campbell ; 
" and I am inclined to say convincing. We will, 
herefore, say that a toad carries something else 
in its head besides a jewel ; namely, that it may 
rank somewhere or other among Second Causes. 
But pray go on.'' 

'^ If I have succeeded in explaining satisfacto- 
rily the real theory of these Second Causes, I 
^•ould then proceed,'' said St. Lawrence, '^ to show, 
how very little apparently in point of importance^ 
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those may be. which eause even singly, much 
more combtnedly, the most momentous, and some- 
times terrible consequences. A shght piit upon 
the abihties of Pulteney, when subaltern to Sir 
Robert Walpole as Secretarj'-at-war, by aflronting 
him into opposition, occasioned that sharp thorn 
in the minister's side which afterwards rankled 
and festered, with Tarious fortune to the country, 
for twenty years, till it produced his downfall. 
ProhabK- the Spanish war of 1739, and the battles 
of Dettingen and Fontenoy, and even the great 
rorty-five,and the delightful epic of Waverley, nay, 
all that immortalizes Scott and Abbotsford, may 
liave remotely been occasioned by it. Treraaine 
has used the remark of Horace Walpole, that a 
quarrel between two bed-chamber women, saved 
the Spanish succession to France, and gave peace 
to Europe at Utrecht. How many other conse- 
quences (the consequence of that peace) followed 
through the rest of the century ! How many so- 
vereigns were affected, sovereignties created, or 
altered ; what wars, what alliances, guaranties, 
changes in the Droit Publique de I'Europe, the 
high qualities, or deaths of great generals, the de- 
thronement of Kings ; I leave to hislorj', and the 
Abbe Mably to tell us. That leviathan, the Pubhc 
Debt of England, may have become a fixture from 
oie cause. On the other hand, by preserr- 
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ing Spain among our allies^ instead of her making 
a family compact against us^ we should not have 
been under the necessity of those wonderful strug^ 
gles which carried our maritime reputation to the 
highest pitch of glory. Foiid as I am of the 
charming romance of Anson^s Voyage, I might 
even enumerate that, unobvious as it is, as one of 
the consequences of the bed-chamber women^s 
quarrel/* 

*' Good," said Campbell, ^' and I only wonder, 
that with such a fertile field to work in, some 
man of research, some keen^ inquiring, penetrat- 
ii^ and agreeable Disraeli, has not bestowed 
upon the world what would so instruct and so 
amuse it." 

** * What mighty contests rise from trivial things ' 

might certainly," said St. Lawrence, "furnish 
much even to the divine and the philoso- 
pher, as well as to the historian, and the poli- 
tidan. The jealousy of one sister of another in 
ancient Rome, because her door was rapped at by 
lictors, like London footmen, her husband being 
consul, occasioned the mightiest change in the 
Koman constitution, by which plebeians were 
admitted to the consulate. The dropping of a 
garter at a ball, as it is said, by creating the most 
illustrious of our chivalrous orders, occasioned 
more heroic deeds than had ever been sung 



before. A good dancing-master made Sir Chris- 
topher Hatton Chancellor. The Lord Treasm-er 
Buckhurst owed his change of character^ from; 
idleness to application to business^- and his con-^ 
sequent rise, to his indignation at being kept 
waiting by a rich usurer, whom he despised, but 
of whom, being then a dissipated, extravagant 
young man, he wanted to borrow money. 

But war and revolutions are the most striking 
comments on our theory. Perhaps even the reign 
of the Hundred Days in France, with all its mighty 
consequences, the battle of Waterloo, the deaths 
of a thousand heroes in the field, and of Ney by ex-t 
ecution, to say nothing of the exile to St. Helena^ 
itself one of the most interesting features in 
all history : — ^perhaps even this was in a great mea- 
sure owing to a mere court heart-burning ; the 
wife of Ney being coldly received.* 

The subject is indeed inexhaustible, hoth in the 
moral and physical world. In the latter how much 
evil is owing to trifles, even the most remote in 
point of time ! A buried garment in the time of 
one plague, by being dug up, caused another a 
hundred years afterwards. A single drop of prus-^ 
sic acid perhaps in an unrinsed bottle, may cause 

* Ney did not disguise that the nightly tears o^ his wife at 
returning ill received from the Tuilleries, inclined him to quit 
Louis XVIII . for Buonaparte. 
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a death by which ten thousand other deaths may 
be occasioned. His kst goblet^ by killmg Alezan* 
der, divided the whole world into a variety of sove- 
reignties, which employed all its interests and 
energies, and brought forward character and 
exertions, the poUtical and philosophical effects 
of which are felt to this day, and which perhaps 
would not have been known (at least in their pre- 
sent shape) but for this memorable debauch;'' 

^ Enough, enough,'^ said Campbell, " I yield 
ypu all you wish to demonstrate from the concat- 
enation ol Second Causes* Their effects are per- 
fectly clear ; but whether their foundation was laid 
iiUentionally by the Almighty, at the creation, m 
order to produce aU that happened afterwards, or 
whether posterior events have sprung from, 
chance; at best, whether Providence may not 
have lain by, in order to convert any mischief that 
chance may have occssioned, which is tantamoiint 
to interposition pro re natUy (which you deny,) 
—all this remains still to be discussed. For my 
part, I hold myself a sheet of white paper ; only 
I think that if the chance I have spoken of as to 
effects, though proceeding from natural causes, 
occasion mischief, the interposition to correct it 
looks very Uke a miracle, by interfering with the 
course of nature. 

" There is no doubt,'^ replied St. Lawrence, 
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" that there are different opinions. All seem to 
agree in dividing Providence into two sorts. 
One, a disposing, the other an interposing Provi- 
dence. The first 1 have already canvassed, and 
own myself its votarj'. The advocates of the 
Utter, however (not at all superstitious men), 
think it scarcely possible that the Almighty 
Franier should have created all the wonders that 
we see both in physics and morals, and then 
have thrown his work aside, being so perfect and 
durable as to need no furtlier care. This they say 
would be to create merely for amusement : — which 
we cannot conceive of the Almiglity. They also 
tell you, with somewhat more appearance of 
reasonable inference, that there is proof in 
physics, of the necessity for continual watchful- 
ness, from tiabihty to get out nf order, and a con- 
sequent demand for repairs. In support of this 
they are not without tlie aid of very learned and 
observing natural philosophers and astronomers, 
Newton among them, who demonstrate from 
theories confirmed by experiment, that from 
■ less friction, and other impediments to 
ipn, the progress of phcenomena (as the orbits 
fce planets) does not proceed equally, or 
fhout variation, and might probably by this 
have fallen into confusion, but for the interference 
9f him who originally planned them.* 
• See Note B. Appendix. 
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^^ Hence, by analogy they say it may be the 
same in the progress of moral events — ^diat is^the 
moral government of the world ; and, in truth it 
by no means appears, (at first sight, at least,) to 
be a defective or inconsistent thing, that the 
Builder of the world, let this power be what it 
will, should reserve to himself the province of 
watching over his own plans ; of seeing that aU 
parts continue as originally designed; uid if 
through the weakness or wilfuhiess of the agents 
left to their own free will, anj^hing should get 
wrong, that he should be at hand to remedy and 
set it right. It is on this groimd mainly that 
divines defend the necessity of revelation iteelf, 
and support the necessity for the mission of 
Christ, in order to renew the rule of living which 
had been given in the beginning, but afterwards 
lost/' 

^^ For an opposer of these opinions," observed 
Campbell," ^^ you are at least a candid expounder, 
for I could almost doubt how you will be able to 
overturn your own statement." 

*^ I pretend not to overtum,^^ replied St. Law- 
rence. " On the contrary, valeat quantum vakre 
potest. But I may say this, and yet uphold what 
I think a better theory ; better in this, that 
though perhaps it may appeiar more far-fetched 
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and profcmnd in its concoction^ it is not liable to 
what I think unanswerable objections. I do not 
mean that it is impossible or unworthy of the 
Creator (as many think), to have purposely left 
his creation .ipp far imperfect in itself as even to 
reqiure h t'^^iHRiistance in the course established 
In point oSftM, if the end is here, we actually 
see imperfection all around us ; which made an 
eloquent, amiable, and pious man exclaim, 

* The ways of Proyidence are dark and intricate, 
Puzzled in mazes, and perplexed with evil ; 
The understanding traces them in vain, ' 
Nor sees with how much art the windings mn, 
Nor where the regular confusion ends.* 

Imperfection therefore, (if, as I said, all is to end 
here,) is the very character of created substance. 
It is not at all therefore incongruous that the visi- 
ble or sensible interference of Providence, by reve- 
lation, or interposition, should form a part of the 
scheme of its government. And in truth our whole 
ttiost sacred belief shows that on one occasion at 
least it actually did so. Nevertheless, I do not 
think that it generally does so; since although 
the world once got so wrong as to require God's 
appearance upon ^rth, supported by a whole 
train of illustrious miracles to prove it, there was 
no such proof before, and certainly there has been 
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none such since. The government by JSecond- 
Causes^ that is, by concealed Causes, has therefore 
proceeded as it did before, without it.'' 

** What, however,'' said Campbell, ^ is your 
reason for thinking that before, as now, sensible 
interposition is not within the scheme ? I have 
told you that I do not think it is myself, and that 
is the reason why I disbelieve all those accounts 
of apparitions, however attracting, such as the 
Offley and Gardener stories. But after the forci- 
ble argument you have given, drawn firom the 
imperfection of the mundane system, for inter- 
position from above, I own your repudiation of it 
in favour of that other scheme, so complex, and, 
as you say yourself, so far-fetched, seems to me 
paradoxical." 

^ Not if I have made myself understood,'* 
said St. Lawrence. ^^ In fact, though perhaps 
more complex, and certainly more far-fetched, 
than a visible interposition would be,* yet it is 
infinitely more free from those, to me, inexpugni-- 
ble difficulties which encompass that other system. 
You talk of my defence of it ; but you will recol- 
lect it was only of its possibility in a case of mag' 
nitude sufficient to justify it: which case from its 
very nature must occur most rarely; perhaps 
never did occur except in that great case of all. 
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when our salvation was at stake. Whereas, if 
interposition were the usual and regular mode of 
governing, the whole nature of things, and the 
laws of nature themselves, would be altered, and 
our free will in almost every instance endangered. 
Whereas according to the doctrine I haxe 
espoused, no law of nature is violated, and the 
free will of man remains safe." 

" I should like to have this more amply ex- 
plained," said Campbell. 

" The explanation can be easily given," returned 
St. Lawrence, " pro\'ided you will favour me with 
all your attention." 

" I am all ear," said Campbell. 
" That motives may be set before us, so as to pro- 
duce, or rather persuade to, a certain conduct, with- 
out forcing free will, thevery term j[)c/-«i(Hfe demon- 
strates ; for no one will contend that persuasion is 
force. Now there are two sorts of force. One re- 
straining, the other impelling. If either is employed 
on will, it is no longer free. For example, if I 
will at this moment to leave the room and walk 
upon that strand, and by some secret talisman 
you are in possession of, you set me sleep, spite 
of nature, you restrain me from my purpose, and 
my will is controlled. Contra, if I wish to remain, 
and the same talisman operating on my muscles 
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and limbs^ force me to get up and walk out at the 
door. On the other hand^ if though wishing, and 
at liberty to walk, the sun lowers/ and the day 
changes, I am induced, (my free judgment being 
exercised,) to give up my purpose of walking, and 
remain where- 1 am, though perhaps against in- 
clination, my will is firee. In like manner if, 
wishing and intending to remain for any par- 
ticular purpose, the sun shining^ put, and the 
day becoming inviting, I give up my purpose 
for the sake of the walk, my intention is 
changed, yet no force is exercised upon my 
wiU. Now, to apply this; — ^if some second 

• 

cause, (like the lowering, or blazing suh,) de- 
rived as it may be firom Heaven, but without 
meddling with any law of nature^ induce me aftkf 
U9ing my liberty of judgment^ to pursue any par- 
ticular conduct, I may be led to it by Providence, 
but, being free to choose or reject, I am master of 
my will. I will presently show how these Second 
Causes may be, as I have observed, derived from 
Providence. 

*^ But let us now suppose, that instead of what 
I may call this persuasive Providence, a forcible, 
that is, a controlling one, either by restraining or 
compelling, is used.'^ 

'^ Explain^ if you please,^^ said Campbell, ^^ how 
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you would illustrate either the restraining or 
impelhng power, by anything short of an open 
miracle. If J attempt to kill another, and 
my arm is arrested by a visible liand^ though 
belonging to nobody ; or, contra, though unwilling 
to kill, the same hand lifts mine and forces me to 
strike — these are miracles ; but these, I suppose, 
are not what you mean.'^ 

^^ Certainly noV^ replied St. Lawrence ; ^^ the 
interposing power of • the nature I am supposing, 
is more concealed, and therefore lies deeper. . For 
example, we aU know how much the actions of 
men depend upon their tempers and dispositions, 
and even sometimes upon the quick or slow beat 
of their pulses, the mere feelings of a momesnt. A 
man to-day is not the same man to-morrow.; 
he may be bold, adventurous, generous, full of 
zeal, one hour ; yet timid, cautious, close, and in* 
diflferent the next. Before dinner and after is 
known to be very different. • Hence the ancient 
Germans, who seemed to be acquainted with this 
philosophy, are said always to have held two deli- 
berations upon great affairs, especially war— one 
when drunk, the other when sober.^^ 

^^ And what use do you make of this ? ^' asked 
Campbell. 

^^ A considerable one,^' replied St, Lawrence ; 
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^ for firom the maimer in wtiich these inftoentitl 
feelmgs in men^s determination are brought about, 
the whole theory we are discussing will be effected. 
We all know upon how minute causes the temper 
and disposition of an individual may depend. A 
blight in the air^ the east wind, rain^ hunger^ 
bad news, mortifications^ the loss of fortune, or of 
those we love : — these render us morose and sad, 
or ^ fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils.' On the 
other hand, a genial climate, the advance of the 
spring, gratified love or successful ambition ; 
above all, health ; — ^these render us jocund, happy, 
and complying, probably virtuous and pious, in 
short, fit for good works. Now all these affirma- 
tions and negatives prompt to corresponding con- 
duct, and give a shape and character to the ac- 
tions of men ; and yet all are promoted or re- 
tarded, or (according to the phrase already used) 
impelled or restrained, by a thousand almost im- 
perceptible causes, and at the same time, all found- 
ed in the laws of nature enacted by the Creator. 
Accordingly, therefore, as those laws operate, so 
will incline the temper and conduct of man. If a 
storm such as that of last night arise, one conduct 
may be pursued ; if the spring is sweet, another. 
If the heat make the pulse beat quicker than usual, 
or a blast of cold retard the circulation, so may 
our actions, and therefore our morals, be afiected. 
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Well:— these instigators are all in the disposal of 
Heaven ; but, as we say, not arbitrarily, but as it 
was originally decreed, when the laws of nature 
were ordained. According to that ordinance, those 
laws are and must be administered. But once 
changed, or liable to be changed, whatever the 
object, the whole constitution of things is altered, 
and we come either entirely to be governed by a 
different dispensation, or a miracle is perpetually 
displayed. Now, whenever the wind is made to 
blow, either more gently or more roughly than it 
would othertvise have done in the regular origi- 
nally ordained course of nature, that cotirse is dis- 
turbed, arid a miracle is performed. What shall 
we say, then, if the whole tenor and character of 
men's actions all over the world, are to be go- 
verned by perpetual changes in the course and 
-order of nature ? A perpetual miracle is no mi- 
Tacle at all ; and, from this constant and indeed 
necessary interposition, we shotdd lose our free 
will, and there would be an end of the constitution 
of things by which marl is man.*' 

" You have put this most powerfully,^ said 
Campbell; ^^but have we not, somehow or another, 
forgot the position, that suasory topics may be 
•presented by Providence, and yet no violence of- 
fered to free will ? ^' 

'^ Not so,'' said St. Lawrence ; ^ for you must 

VOL. I. O 
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remember how marked I was in observing, that the 
wind WBS to be nuide to blow more gently or 
roughly than it would otherwise in the natural 
course 0/ things, in order to become a miracle. If 
arbitrarily altered, it must be in order that the 
human feehng, or human judgment, must be warp- 
ed, spite of itself. Resolution is not therefore to 
have fedr play ; the thing required must be done, 
by the decree of Him who has so altered his origi- 
nal laws ; and free wiU is at an end.'' 

You have opened a speculation," observed 
Campbell, ^ as profound as wide ; as important 
as curious; nor can I gainsay a word. Indeed, an 
enemy myself to the doctrine of perpetual inter- 
position, I am not the person to refute this part 
of your scheme. I am still however not so en- 
tirely convinced as I wish, if the stories of Sir 
John Offley and Colonel Gardener are true, that 
the laws of nature were not for the moment sus- 
pended. Not belifeving this to be possible, any 
more than yourself, I am driven either to question 
the relations, or to be stiU in the dark how to re- 
concile the facts with your doctrine*'' 

I have aheady," answered St. Lawrence, 
given you the authority for the Offley story ; 
and of the restoration of the family, there is exist- 
ing proof enough. The anecdote of the extraordi- 
nary and starding appearance to Colonel Gardener 
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rests, I believe, upon himself, but is supported by 
the total change of his after-life.* I have told 

* The account of this most extraordinary vision, though for- 
merly in every body's hands, having been long out of sight, it 
perhaps may be as well, in order to elucidate the argument, to 
renovate its recollection, by republishing it, as given in a note 
in Waverley. — ^The relation is in the words of Dr. Doddridge. The 
Major had spent the evening (and, if I mistake not, it was the Sab- 
bath) in some gay company, and had an unhappy assignation with a 
married woman, whom he wsa to attend exactly at twelve. The 
company broke up about eleven ; and not judging it convenient 
to anticipate the time appointed, he went into his chamber to 
kill the tedious hour, perhaps with jsome amusing book, or some 
other way. But it very accidentally happened, that he took up 
a religious book, which his good mother or aunt had, without 
his knowledge, slipped into his portmanteau. It was called, if 
I remember the title exactly. The Christian Soldier, or Heaven 
taken by Storm, and it was written by Mr. Thomas Watson. 
Guessing by the title of it that he would find some phrases of 
his own profession spiritiftlized, in a manner which "he thought 
might afford him some diversion, he resolved to dip into it ; but 
he took no serious notice of any thing it had in it ; and yet, 
while this book was in his hand, an impression was made upon 
his mind (perhaps God only knows how), which drew after it a 
train of the most important and happy consequences. He 
thought he saw an unusual blaze of light foil upon the book 
which he was reading, whii'h he at first imagined might happen 
by some accident in the candle ; but lifting his eyes, he appre- 
hended, to his extreme amazement. Chat there was before him, as 
it were suspended in the air, a visible representation of the Lord 
Jesus Christ upon the cross, surrounded on all sides with a glory; 
and was impressed as if a voice, or something equivalent to a 
voice, had come to him, to this effect (for he wis not confident 
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you that I do not think either of the appearances 
were real. That is^ I do not think either that the 
real flesh and blood of Sir Johii-t)ffley> or of our 
Saviour^ were seen by the parties if >>or that what 
were seen werQ real ministering spirits, ia^/d^ risi- 
ble from the invisible worlds to acconfi]^lii|^ what 
they did accomplish. Bili I, neverthelei 
that it was the benign dCt of Pvovidei 
creating the vision, but foreseeing that ii 
of Gardener, for instance, he had creat 
self, to atfbrd the means for his conversM 

afl to the words) ; ' Oh, siirner I did I suffer this fdr li^y ftsd 
are these thy retams ? ' Struck with so amaang a jAteonieBOD 
as this, there remained hardly any life in Mm,. 90 that he sank 
down in the arm-chair in which he sat, and cojpB^Md, he knevr 
^ot how long, insensible.** •:/' 

** With regard to this vision,*' siiys the iiq(|to]oti8 Pr. Hibbert, 
** the appearance of our Saviour on'the'^fm*, and the awful 
words repeated, can be considered in mil^odker light, than as so 
many recollected images of the rnind^ which probably had their 
origin in the language of some urgent appeal to repentance, that 
the Colonel might have casually read, or heard deliv^^. From 
what cause, however, such ideas were rendered as vivid as actual 
impressions, we have no information to be depended upon. This 
vision was certainly attended with one of the HK>6t important of 
consequences, connected with the Christian dispensation, the 
conversion of a sinner. And hence no single narrative has, per- 
haps, done more to confirm the superstitious opinion that appa- 
ritions of this awful kind cannot arise without a divine fiat.** — 
Dr. Hibbert adds, in a note, '* A short time before the vision, 
Colonel Gardener had received a severe fall from his horse. Did 
the brain receive some slight degree of injury from the accident, 
so as to predispose him to this spiritual illusion ? ** 



" Created it for himself ?^^ exclaimed Campbell. 

^^ Yes ! for I hold that these phantasies^ impor- 
tant as they may be in the actions they pro- 
mote, are not the direct interposition of Heaven, 
but the mere accidents of natm'e ; but, then, like 
other commoner occurrences, they also become 
the medium through which Providence governs 
the course of things. They are, in fact, as I have 
before observed. Second Causes^ as much as any 
others we know ; and you must deny Providence 
altogether, if you deny its power to avail itself of 
the i^lagination in the direction of mankind.'^ 

^ Granting this,^* said Campbell, '^ I am at a 
loss how any Second Cause can be usi^d as au 
instrument to govern^ that is to foreey any par- 
ticular conduct, if the subject, man, is left free.^' 

*^ I waited for this,'* replied St. Lawrence, " but 
wished first to clear the specific question of sup- 
posed apparitions from the ambiguities which 
hung about it ; and I now ask if you are prepared 
to grant me that these visionary appearances are 
intrinsically nothing more nor les% in regard to 
consequent conduct, than other natiural sources of 
impulse and action." 

" I think I may grant this," said Campbell ; 
*^ and you are to show me in return how they can 
be the work of Providence, and not be predes- 
tined ; and if predestined how we can be free ? '^ 
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" To do this,*^ answered St, Lawrence, " I must 
begin with certain postulates^ which you will have 
no diflBculty, I dare say, to answer. You of 
course allow a Creator of the world ? " 

"Of course." 

" That the world had a beginning ? *' 

" For the alignment's sake, yes ! ^* 

" Before that then, what we now call time, did 
not exist. In other words, the history of time, as 
we are acquainted with it, began with the world/* 

"Agreed.^ 

" Perhaps too you admit that the Creator, when 
he made the world, and with it ordained that time 
should b«, knew, that is foresaw, all that was to hap- 
pen ; by all, I mean, the most trifling occurrence 
in the minutest thing, though spread through the 
whole boundless creation the whole course of 
the time he had thus ordained. All things, there- 
fore, were before him, when time began, though 
they were to occupy ages upon ages in their per- 
formance.^' 

" This is profound," said Campbell, " and re- 
quires much thought ; but I see no reason why 1 
should gainsay it now. I remember some such 
idea in Tremaine,* in one of the Chapters upon 
Providence, in which it is stated that the Map of 
Time was before the Almighty at the creation of 
the world." 

* See Tremaine^ vol. iii. p. 
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^* And did not this lead you to ultimate satis- 
faction ? ^^ asked St. Lawrence. 

** It required beating out/' answered Campbell, 
^* more than I had leisure, or perhaps disposition 
at the time to effect. I remember too the appli- 
cation of the theory to the practice was rather 
complicated, and not made so obvious in all cases 
as it ought to have been." 

" Probably this was so,^' said St. Lawrence, 
^^ and at any rate, the notion, and the use designed 
to be made of it, was at least so uncommon, if not 
new, that more time ought to have been given to 
it. I have, however, myself explored its conse- 
quences in all their ramifications, and find the 
theory so sound in every case that can occur, so 
as to prove Providence every where, without 
trenching upon free will, that I hope I can satisfy 
your doubts as I have my own, which have long 
been set at rest.'^ 

'^ Do this,'* said Campbell, " and you will in- 

■ 

deed be mihi Magnus Apollo'.' 
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SECTION III. 



PARTICULAR PROVIDENCE. 

i 

^^My reasoning is this/' said St. Lawrence^ 
" All his works, to use the words of the Apostle, 
are known unto God, from the beginning. No- 
thing that has happened, or ever will happen, bnt 
must have received his sanction. This you must 
grant, or deny his poww to create or alter, in 
short to govern : which I do not unden^;and you 
to do.'* 

^^ I do not,^' observed Campbell. 

^^ Well then ; having sanctioned, that is, author- 
ised, and therefore ordered, all things from the 
beginning, there is in fact no such thing as whait 
we erroneously* are in the habit of thinking and 
calling a particular intervention, or, if you will, a 
Particular Providence, suddenly brought into ac- 
tion on the spur of an occasion, not provided 
for, and not foreseen : as for example, the sus- 
pension of a law of nature, to eflfect or prevent a 
particular purpose 5 — as to preserve or to take a 
particular Ufe, or discover a particular secret^ 
All this has been observed, having been sanc- 
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tioned and known from the beginning* There was 
no occasion to provide for it when it happened^ 
for from the beginning, tiie thing itself, and the 
mode of producing it, wfis settled in- the divine 
mind. Take, for example, the Gunpowder Plot. 
There God foresaw that the Catholics, by virtue 
of their free agency, would lay a plot to blow up 
the Parliament. Under the scheme he had formed 
for human action, he could not or would QOt take 
away this free agency, but allowed it to proceed. 
Being, however, equally resolved that the plot 
should not succeed, he designed to defefit it; and 
we have already agreed, that to defeat intention, is 
not to fetter free will. Now there wete various, 
ways in which this might be done, when the 
decree went forth f^t the beginning of the tin^e. 
The aecond causes that influence the will, might 
have been so cast as to have, prevented the plot 
from going so far as it did, or prevented it even 
from being planned ; but his fqre-knowledge . 
pointed out another resource, in the compunction, 
or private friendship and gratitude towards Lord 
Monteagle, which prompted the letter which 
occasioned the discovery of the conspiracy. You 
will observe there was here no interference with 
free will, no forced event, not even a dream in- 
fused for the purpose into any one's mind (vfhich 
80 infused, would have been miraculous) ; but aU 

o5 
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arose from, the regard of one of the conspirators 
for a friend whom he wished to save. I remember 
when a child being pleased with a picture of this 
event, in which was the figure of Guy Fawkes 
in the dark cellar, but an eye in the Heavens 
darting its rays into the vault, as if the discovery 
arose from interposition, in consequence of a sud- 
den discovery. This was my opinion, as well as 
that of many others, not children, and such the idea 
given by the picture. According to our principle 
it was not so; there was no miracle, yet free 
agency was allowed in its full scope. Although 
some events have been brought about by means 
so hidden and unforeseen, and therefore so sur- 
prising, that we are apt to ascribe them to an imme- 
diate and express intervention, and emphatically 
call it providential^ it is no more so than the 
minutest and most trivial occurrence, as the falhng 
of a leaf, or the blowing of a flower, which all is 
equally the work of Providence.^* 

^^ I wish you to detail this a Uttle more,** said 
Campbell. 

^^ I need only,'* returned St. Lawrence, *^go to 
our two appearances^ (whether supposed or real,) 
which we have canvassed in the case of Offley and 
Colonel Gardener, for, a full explanation. Then, 
the restoration of the estate, and the conversion of 
the sinner, were supposed to be accompUshed by 
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an express interference of Heaven, and were, 
therefore, emphatically denominated Particular 
Providences; whereas, according to my theory, all 
this was known and ordered ^ from the beginning,' 
and no more particular or eocpress, than that seed 
should ripen in harvest, or particular medicines 
heal particular diseases. If you want more in- 
stances in explanation, I will refer you to Tre- 
maine, where a collection of them is made, which 
may probably interest you.* Meantime, I would 
glance in passing at tke Gunpowder Plot, the 
preservation of Simonides, and of a nobleman by 
his dog.*' 

^^ As I have lost the recollection of these,^' said 
Campbell, " it may be as well for our subject to 
refresh our memories with them.** 

" The story of Simonides,** answered St. Law- 
rence, " as told by Cicero, is this. He was 
employed by Scopas to write a poem in his praise. 
He wrote the poem, but only half of it was in 
praise of Scopas, the other half .was an eulogy on 
Castor and Pollux. He recited his poem at a 
supper given by Scopas, who only paid him half 
the price agreed for, telling him Castor and Pollux 
might pay him the other half. At that instant 
Simonides was called out of the room by a mes- 

* See Tremaine vol. iii, p. 240, 264. 
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sage^ as it was stated^ from two young men at the 
gate^ supposed afterwards to have been Castor and 
Pollux ; for no sooner had he left the company, 
than the roof fell in and crushed them all/' 

" You do not believe," said Campbell, drily, 
" that the young men were Castor and Pollux ? ** 

" Not quite,'' returned St. Lawrence, laughing, 
^^ but they were young men, the message saved 
the poet's life, and the opinion of the time was, 
that he was saved by a Particular Rrovidence. 
According to my scheme, lie was saved by the fiat 
indeed of Providence, but conceived and ordained 
at the beginning of time, operating through an 
immense train of second causes, one begetting 
another, till the end was accomplished, and not by 
an insulated intervention resolved upon and 
adopted^© re nata. It was providential, indeed^ 
but only because every thing is providential^ and 
not one thing more than another," 

" And your dog story ? " asked Campbell. 

*^ Nay, you are more likely to relate that to 
me," returned St. Lawrence, ** since it is Scotch. 
But take it as I heard it recounted by a Scotch 
Laird of the old school, who believed every word 
of it. A nobleman of your land of cakes and 
superstition, was said to have had a favourite 
mastiff, in whom, such was his fondness, he had 
pardoned many felonies, chiefly of sheep murder. 
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Flia patience being worn out, he at lejigtli ordered 
the dog to be hanged, and addressed him to that 
effe<.'t, in a pathetic sj^ieech. The dog, as if lie under- 
stood him, instantly disappeared, and was no more 
heard of in Scotland. Two years aftem'ards, the 
Duke (for he was no less), travelling in Flanders, 
was benighted in one of the forests there ; and the 
next stage being a fortified town, he was told at the 
lone inn where he had stopped, that being too 
late, he would not be admitted, and he agreed to a 
proposal made him to remain where he was all 
night, the accommodation being tolerably good. 
At supper, to his and his servant's astoiiislmient, 
he saw enter the room his old and favourite 
mastiff, whom he had been forced to condemn to 
death. Great were the rejoicings on botli sides ; 
and it was observed that the dog would never quit 
him, but resisted all attempts of the people of the 
house to drive or coax him from tlie chamber. 
As night advanced, and the Duke prepared to go 
to bed, the dog became agitated, he howled and 
acratohed the floor, then laid his paws on the 
Duke's shoulders, and looked wishfully in his face, 
but was comparatively quiet, till the servant 
departed to a chamber allotted to him out of the 
house. The Duke then beginning to undress, the 
dog became violent in opposing tiie stripping, laid 
heid of his coat with hb teeth, and struggled 
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hard^ and even fiercely, to prevent him from pro- 
ceeding. The Duke was struck with this strange 
violence, and finding whenever he desisted, that 
the dog was quiet, reposed himself in an arm-chair 
instead of going to bed. Here he dosed for a 
couple of hours, when he was waked by the bark 
of his friend, and on opening his eyes was aston- 
ished at seeing the bed descending through the 
floor. He immediately gave an alarm ; the descent 
of the bed stopt ; and the Duke grasped his pistols, 
waiting the event. Some minutes afterwards he 
thought the door, which was bolted in the inside, 
was attempted ; at least he heard footsteps, upon 
which he fired through the planks, and hallooed 
loudly for his servant from the window. It was 
midsummer, and soon became light, and being 
joined by his man, they salhed over the house, 
accompanied every where by the dog, who ex- 
pressed his pleasure, it was said, by every possible 
canine gesticulation. They searched the house, 
and every adjoining shed, but found the whole 
abandoned ; nor (that I ever heard) was there any 
farther result. But the dog was of course taken 
home, pardoned all his felonies, and lived happily 
with his master ever afterwards.*^ 

" Your tale,** said Campbell, who had been 
very attentive, ^^ concludes dans toutes les regies. 
It is too good to be doubted ^ and for my part 
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I will believe it as long as I can, nor inquire too 
closely into its truth. If true, I cannot be sur- 
prised, particularly at my countrymen, if they 
feel it a proof beyond all possibility of attack, of. 
the express interposition of Heaven. The dog 
seems to have received a commission from above 
for the part he played ; nay, to have committed 
sheep murder expressly in order to be banished 
forth the realm, in order to get to Flanders, in or- 
der, finally, to save his master's life. He is gifted 
with almost human reason on purpose; and though 
he does not speak, like the' horse of Achilles, or 
the ass of Balaam, yet he understands when his 
master tells him to be hanged, and absconds, but 
only to learn how people may be murdered if they 
go to bed, by sinking through a trap door ! There 
is here, therefore, surely Particular Providence 
enough and to spare; yet, strange to say, you 
are here the sceptic, not I ! But let us hear your 
exposition, which I dare say is a very learned 
one." 

As the tone of irony in which this was said, 
was also good humoured, St. Lawrence, not mind- 
ing it, replied, ^' You are not correct in caUing me 
a sceptic. The story may be true ; but true or 
false, I only diflfer from your worthy countryman 
who told it me, as to the nature and mode of the 
Providence that caused the escape. He believed 
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that it was interference pro re nata^ in a case not 
anticipated ; I^ that it was caat long beforehand^ 
and the consequence of a train of natural closes 
and effects^ flowing one from another from the be- 
ginning, until it ended in the catastrophe in ques- 
tion. Thus we both support the potion of a 
presiding Providence ; only his, to m^e it more 
marked, savours not a little of the miraculous — 
which you, perhaps justly, question ; mine fuln^ts 
no miracle at all; treating it like ev^ry other w^k 
of the Almighty, as proceeding on* knowp princi- 
ples, and thus, without restraint imposed^ (mt addi- 
tional power conferred, upon the laws of nature.'* 
^^ There may be something in this," observed 
Campbell, resuming his serious tone ; *^ but of 
course it must hold throughout *every case that 
can be supposed. If so, how do you answer the 
searching question of the fine lines in the Sssay 
on Man?" 

' Shall burning Etna, if a sage requires. 
Forget to thunder, and recal her fires ? 
When the loose mountain trembles from on high, 
Shall gravitation cease if you go by ? 
Or some old temple nodding to its fall, 
For Chartres* head reserve the hanging wall ? » 

*' The question is both fair and cogent," replied 
St. Lawrence, ^^ and you are entitled to a fair and 
full answer. It has, indeed, been already, I 
think, well answered in Tremaine, where the yer% M 
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question is put^ though the answer^ pei^iaps, is 
not so immediate, nor in siich satisfactory detail as 
such a question ought to have received. Eyelyn^ 
however^ is perfectly sound in sayings that though 
the ruin would certainly not wait for Chartres' head 
if the law of physics required that it should £aU, 
yet Providence, if it had decreed the destruction 
of Chartres, would have taken care at the creation 
of the world, that second causes should have 
brought him within the danger, exacdy at the 
time when, by the law of physics, that danger 
would be fatal.*' 

'^ The difficulty," said Cajdbipbell^ '^ is to know 
how the Deity could ctmmmid second causes even 
at the creation. That he n\ight foresee them, and 
what could be produced firom them, may perhapa 
be granted; but that he should ordain what he 
pleased through them, they "proceeding v^n known 
and unalterable rules, surpasses my belief. If the 
rules by which they generate one another, are 
alterable at pleasure^ tl^at is a diflferent thing ; but 
proceeding, as you say yourself, according to the 
laws of nature, can that alteration take place with- 
out miracle ? *' 

^^ Hie difficulty,'^ said St. Lawrence, " will va- 
nish, I think, if you go high enough ; that is, to 
Ai the archetypal ideas that were in the Creator's 
mind when his work was contemplated. For ex- 
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ample : — we will say Chartres was to be killed by 
the fall of a ruin. That ruin could only fall (aU 
things consecutively considered) at a given mo- 
ment^ through a chain of the laws of physics. 
Here then was the second cause for the faU, and 
of course it might be traced to that first act of the 
Creator (whatever it was) from which all flowed. 
Then Chartres was to come under the ruin pre- 
cisely when he did. Now what brought him there? 
we wiU say any fortuitous motive, fortuitous to 
us, but not fortuitous to the Creator, because all the 
second causes, which in the end brought him there, 
were foreseen, one after the other, as they flowed in 
succession from the first cause which set the rest 
in motion, and was itself set in motion by Grod. 
Although, therefore, all that happened after the 
first motion, proceeded by unchangeable Ifiws, not 
interruptions, but even the very consequence of 
free will ; yet as that first motion was originated 
by the sole will, and according to the sole plea- 
sure, of the Creator, the liust, as well as all the 
intermediate events, depended entirely upon that 
will and pleasure. Hence, without any meddling 
with the laws of nature, or the free will of man, 
without miracle or sudden interposition. Provi- 
dence may have willed and provided for the death 
of Chartres.'^* 
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Upon the whole/* says Tucker (Light of Nature, vol. ▼. 
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" Your deduction is both clear and forcible/-* ob- 
served Campbell^ when St. Lawrence had finished, 
"and wiU aflFord room for meditation for many 
a future hour ; and yet, all being the tvill of Hea- 
ven, which from your own account man can nei- 
ther withstand nor elude, I am not yet prepared to 
say that his will is free.^^ 

"The whole depends upon that wiU^s being 
accomplished without force, as I have already ob- 
served," rephed St. Lawrence. 

" Can you particularize ? '^ asked Campbell. 

"Easily. For was Adam not left to his free 
wiU, or could he not have avoided his catastrophe, 
when persuaded by Eve to the act of disobe- 
dience ? '^ 

" I suppose he could," answered Campbell; 
" but you see Heaven, which by your own ac- 
count determines every thing, determined he should 
not. How then was he blameable ? ^' 

" That,'* said St. Lawrence, " would justify 
(as far as accoimting for a thing can justify it) all 
the murders and rapines since the creation ; but, 

p. 188), " we may conclude freedom, in whatever light we place 
it, or to whatever power, real or imaginary, apply it, by no means 
repugnant to the operations of prior causes moving us to the ex- 
ercise of that power, nor to the dominion of Providence, having 
all those causes, and their causes at disposal, so that the plan of 
Providence may well take effect, without infringing a tittle upon 
our liberty.*' — See also Appendix, note ^. 
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with submission^ that is not the ^uestioxi^ which 
is simply^ whether our motives are obhgatory upon 
us^ merely because we follow^ or are persuaded by 
them. If you were now to quit this room, in 
search of a book, or because somebody knocked 
at the door, would your merely doing so make you 
beUeve that you could not help it, and had no 
choice ? " 

^^ According to you,^' replied Campbell, ^^ I should 
say it was the will of Heaven ! '^ 

" Be it so ; but uot that it was the will of Hea- 
ven that you might not stay in the room if you 
pleased." ' 

^^ It is embarrassing," sidd Campbell. 

^^ I think not,'* returned St. Lawrence, ^^ for 
suppose a man whose wisdom aud virtue we greatly 
respect, is sent to persuade us to ^ psolicular con- 
duct, and we are convinced by his representations 
and agree. No force is here used ; we were free 
to choose or refuse; the decision was our own. 
Would you say that we had no will to do other- 
wise, because what we adopted seemed most de- 
sirable ? " 

^^ I imagine I should not,*' returned Campbell. 

^^ So much then for our freedom, if the conduct 
proposed were prudent, honourable, virtuous! 
Now take it the other way ? Suppose, some great 
temptation 5 the feasible usurpation of a crown; 
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the easy but unjust conquest of a province, or the 
blandishments of a mistress sent by one king to 
another for a political purpose, like Louisa de 
Queroaille from Louis XIV. to Charles II. In 

# 

this latter case was any force put upon Charles ? 
Louis foresaw, from his knowledge of Charles's 
inflamability, that he could win him by this temp- 
tation to his views. He did so ; but was Charles 
not free because he followed his natural impulses ? 
or did Louis constrain him because he made use 
. of the second cause (Louise Queroaille), to bring 
about the purpose he had conceived ? " 

Here Campbell, caustic as he was, laughed out- ' 
right, but owned the argument was good, though a 
little profane. " At the same tmie," said he, " you 
have not provided for a case where the suasory 
representations are unsuccessful, and yet the point 
accomplished ; which it must be if Providence so 
will it ; and if it is thus accomplished, spite of op- 
position, what still becomes of free will?'* 

*^ My answer is,'^ returned St. Lawrence, ^^that 
there can be no such case between us, because the 
very proposition we are discussing, supposes, as in- 
deed you yourself aflfirm, that the object, whatever it 
is, is accomplished. There cannot, therefore, have 
been the failure in the suasory representations you 
have mentioned. In other words, you affirm success 
and failure both at the same time, and belonging 
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to the same thing ; a conclusion impossible, and 
therefore not logically admissible." 

" But may I not suppose," retorted CampbeU, 
who did not much relish this reply, " that it might 
be a design of Providence for its own good pur- 
pose, that Queroaille should become a mistress to 
a good king, who being thus good, and possessed 
of free will, thwarted this design by rejecting her? " 

" With submission again,'^ answered St. Law- 
rence, " your supposition, as I have said, is a con- 
tradiction ; for a design cannot succeed and not suc- 
ceed ; or what is the same thing, the specific means 
taken to accomplish it cannot be a success and a 
failure at the same time. Could we, moreover, for 
a moment entertain the fancy, that Providence 
could intend to force a human being to sin, we 
should ourselves be guilty of the impiety of ima- 
gining something at war with, and contradictory to, 
aU its attributes. That it makes use of sinners, 
niade so by themselves, to punish or defeat sin in 
others, is no doubt true, and one of the wonders 
of this whole wonderful subject; but who ever 
heard of Heaven contriving sin as an original pur- 
pose ? *' 

" You have explained this part of the subject 
sufficiently well, to make me ponder it again and 
again,^^ said Campbell ; " but one difficulty remains 
to be cleared ; I fear the greatest of alL^^ 
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^^ I wait for iV^ said St Lawrence. 
'^ It is this. You have provided for all cases 
where Providence is* supposed to have foreseen, 
through second causes propitiotis to its intentions^ 
what it has designed to do ; and I remember Wol- 
laston, perhaps the- best of your writers upon this 
subject, puts this part of the case exceedingly well. 
But I suppose, if you really grant free i;vdll, you 
mean not to deny that an obstinate persistance in 
his will, if free, might enable a man to baffle all the 
second causes in the world in an attempt to alter 
it. If so, and yet Providence be resolved to ac- 
comphsh its intention, how is it to be done ? ^^ 

" I allow with you,^^ replied St. Lawrence, ^^this 
seems the greatest of all the difficulties that have 
been supposed : nevertheless, I will, if you please, 
before we take it by the horns, beg leave to exa- 
mine into its real extent and magnitude ; which I 
am tempted to believe is not so great as at first 
sight appears/^ 

" I am all attention,^^ said Campbell. 
^' What I mean to say,^^ observed St. Lawrence, 
^* is, that we must not suppose, because a man can- 
not do what he wills, that his will is therefore not 
free. His power maybe abridged, but not there- 
fore his will ; for power and will are very distinct 
things.* A man may will to rob another, yet be 

* This is explained in great clearness, and at great length, in 
•• Search's Light of Nature," vol. v. title Free Will. 
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prevented by second causes unforeseen by himself, 
though not by Providence. He may fall ill, or 
may miss his prey/* 

^^ That is trae/' said Campbell, ^ but what do 
you make of it ? ^' 

^^ Merely that Providence may fully curb a 
man's actions without meddhng with his wiH 
And we have seen, in a vast many instances, how 
it can prompt these actions by suasory causes, 
that is by causes short of force. The extent and 
magnitude of your difficulty is therefore, as I have 
said, very much reduced ; in fact, to that most ex- 
traordinary case of an obstinate man resisting all 
suasory motives that can possibly arise from the 
innumerable second causes which Providence may 
have generated from the beginning. This must, 
indeed, be so rare, that I can hardly think it can 
be made use of in argument. Yet if it is, it will 
by no means hinder the will of Providence from 
taking effect.^' 

^^ How can that be,'' said Campbell, ^^ when you 
allow, though rarely, that a man, from his freedom, 
may f*efu8e as it were, to be the instrument of 
doing the thing designed ? " 

^^ There may be other instruments,'^ said St. 
Lawrence ; and Campbell began to muse as if 
the thought had just struck him. ^^ Let us hear 
this practically explained," said he. 
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^^ Any histoty of any event in the ^orld will do 
\t" answered St. Lawrence. 

^^ Would the bed-chamber womeft^s quarrel ? ^^ 
asked Campbell, drily. 

^^ Yes ! and you perhaps could not have a bet- 
ter/^ 

^^ I am all curiosity/^ returned the Laird. 

^^ We must take the history beyond the bed 
chamber/^ proceeded St. Lawrence, ^^for it is 
nothing less than the Peace of Utrecht. We are 
to suppose that Providence, after authorizing the 
Succession War, had resolved there should be 
peace. The Whig Ministry of Queen Anne, Godol- 
phih, the Marlboroughs, with the Emperor and all 
the AUies, were resolved the war should continue. 
They had power to make the peace, but not the 
will. Here then is your man of obstindcy, who 
refuses to obey the suasory second causes that 
may be presented to him ; and the scheme of go- 
vernment laid down by Heaven leaves these in- 
struments free.^ 

« Well, and then ? '' 

^^Why then Providence, which still resolves 
upon the peace, chuses other instruments, and 
that is all.'" 

^' Striking enough,^^ observed CampbelL 

^^ You see,'^ continued St, Lawrence, ^^ I eritei' 
not here into the bed-chamber quarrel. Mrs* 

VOL. I. . P 
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Masham was only an inferior instrument to those 
other superior instruments^ Harley and Boling- 
broke; and old Sarah^s passionate temper was 
subservient^ by the disgust it occasioned to Queen 
Anne, to the necessity for the fall of the Whigs ; 
and here is as good an example as you can have, 
how Providence may make every thing bend to 
its will tvithout forcing the mil ofman?^ 

" I allow this," said Campbell, '^ and the rather 
because it renders useless that curious, but fanci- 
ful and far-fetched notion about a change in the 
plan of the world, in order to get rid of this dif- 
ficulty, which seems to be adopted in Tremaine.** 

^' You mean, I suppose," said St. Lawrence, 
^' the case of Sextus Tarquinius, fancied by Lau- 
rentius Valla, which had engaged the attention of 
Liebnitz. Tarquinius resolved to go to Rome to 
be a king, as he was told by the Oracle he might 
be, and meaning to be a very good king ; but re- 
fusing the counsel of Jupiter not to go, this use 
of his freewill, produced his destruction."* 
'' The whole is ingenious, but nothing more." 

^^ Still," answered St. Lawrence, ^^ if even pos- 



* The doctrine or illustration of Valla ^ so curious, that per- 
haps I may be excused republishing it, in discussing a subject 
upon which it so pointedly bears, — ^It will be found in the Ap- 
l^endix. Note C. 
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fiible in the nature of things^ whether true or false, 
it becomes of consequence as an illustration of the 
theory of changes as to the plans of the world/ 
which I have imagined; but the illustration I have 
given is, I hope, enough without it.^^ 

^^ As to the case of Sextus Tarquinius, in my 
turn I say, ^Valeat quantum valere potest/ I 
allow, however, the solution is worth thinking of. 
Meantime, you will add to my stores, if you will 
follow up your former explanation with proofs, by 
cases of the power of Providence to {/fo-pose, 
where man is allowed to pro-ipose* Believe me, I 
shall be a willing listener,^ 
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CASHES 0:1^ PROVII^fiNCE. 

'* t)ttr indiBcretlon Bometiiiies feenra us well. 
When our deep plots do ftdl; and that khould teach us. 
There's a Divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will.*' 

^^ I rejoice to have got thus fer/' said St. Law- 
rence, ^^ for if I have succeeded in showing you 
that Providence may be Providence and yet not 
interfere with man^s freedom, the iUustrations of 
that proposition by examples, in the examination 
of second causes, will not only be easy, but agree- 
able. It will amply make good the observation of 
Bacon, that ^ a little philosophy inclineth a man^s 
mind to atheism; but depth in philosophy 
bringeth men^s minds about to religion. For , 
while the mind of man looketh upon second causes 
scattered^ it may sometimes rest in them and go 
no farther ; but when it beholdeth the chain of 
them confederate and hnked together, it must 
needs fly to Providence and Deity/ ^^ 

^^This certainly falls in,^^ said CampbeU, "with 
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X general arrangement at the beginning of time 
of all that is to happen afterwards." 

" Before we proceed, however," continued St. 
Lawrence, " it will be right to have no misunder- 
standing about one another's terms ; which in al 
discussions, but especially one like the present, 
leads to inconvenience. I would therefore beg tr 
remind you, that I have endeavoured to show that 
what in general is called providential, by which is 
meant particular providence (as when there has 
been some wonderful piece of good, or escape from 
evil fortune), is in fact no more pToridential than 
every thing we see and do everj' day of our lives ; 
since all is under the guidance and has been ac- 
^^^m^y foreseen by the eye of Heaven." 
^^H|yet if foreseen and allowed, it surely," said 
^^^B^bell, " cannot fail to take place ; and if it 
^^qncot fail to take place, what again becomes of 
Freedom ? " 

" I thought we had settled that point," answered 
St. Lawrence ; " and indeed the language I have 
used, that a thing may be foreseen^ but not insti- 
gated, goes the whole length of such difficulty as 
there is (which I hold to be very little) in recon- 
ciling the foreknowledge of the Almighty with the 
free will of man. The accomplishraent of many 
of the prophecies are at once decisive of this, so, 
«4 1 think, to relieve us from all further difficulty 
nit the matter.'' 
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" Yon would say," replied Campbell, 
though the prophets foretold events, they 
cause tliem : which is true. But you forget it was 
the Almighty who dij cause them,— the Almighty 
wlio gave the inspiration." 

" And where is the difference, though it bej 
derived from Heaven," asked St. Lawrence, " tin-j 
less the foreseeing a thing is causing it ; which 
trust you do not hold ? " 

"I do not," answered Campbell ; "but> if 
seen, can a thing happen othefwise than as it 
foreseen, and, if so, where is theliberty of choice?" 

"Easily explained." said St. Lawrence. "In 
your own words, man proposes, God disposes!' 
In ^Dposing, the will of man is free ; in (fuposing, 
the power of God defeats success ; but the defeat 
has nothing to do with the intention. 1 may resolve 
to kill another, and God, without a direct inter- 
ference with my mind, may not be able to alter 
my resolve ; but he may deprive me of life, and 
so prevent its effect. Would you, on that account. 
Bay my will was invaded ? " 

" I am answered," said Campbell ; '* for even' 
if this death had not been decreed from the begin- 
ning, but resolved upon only at the moment, the 
will is certainly not interfered with," 

" You will find," said St. Lawrence, " tl 
pervade every possible case in this division 
. Jiubject," 
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"You can then probably make ouV* said 
Campbell^ *^niore clearly than I think it is done in 
Tremame,- one of his exemplifications of Provi- 
dence, acting by second causes, though without an 
express interference; I mean the preservatio of 
Evelyn from a rabid dog, and of Tremaine himself 
from the bullet of the Garde de Chasee. You will 
recollect that Evelyn had time to shut the gate 
only in the moment when the dog flew at it; and 
the Garde de Chasse only missed Tremaine, because 
a snake happened to cross his path, in the moment 
he was taking aim at the dog.* I own I never 
sufficiently understood this ; for if, as seemed to 
be laid down^^ Evelyn was made to arrive at die 
gate at the exact time that he did, and the snake 
was made to cross the path on purpose to prevent 
the shot taking place, how is it possible that this 
could not be an express interference.'* 

" Your remark is not unnatural,** answered St. 
LawrencCj *'but also easily explained, if I have made 
myself understood in my premise, that all the 
events of the world were cast and prrvided/or at 
the commencement of time. In that case. Provi- 
dence had provided thousands of years ago, for the 
escape both of Evelyn and Tremaine, and fore- 
knowing that these events would take place, and 

* Sec Tremaine, vol. iii. 117. 
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resolving they should be hannlessj^ had so arranged 
the course of sejeond causes, that Evelyn ^as at 
the gate, and the sna]ie m the path way, precisely 
when they were. Th^s there was no mdden in- 
terference, as if the dsgi^er ha4 not been ^tici- 
pated, nor was the^e any miraculoiiis meddling 
with the laws of nature, ta interrupt or alter the 
free will of any of the pa,rtief^. In poii^t of fact, 
the diflSculty consists merely in the aipbiguity of 
the woord you haye used, ir^ saying that Evelyn 
was made to be at the gate, apd the sn^e made to 
cross the path/^ 

^^Yqu have made this clear/^ s^id Campbell, 
^and I thank you; I have, however, ma^y paore 
cases/^ 

^^ As many as you please,^' said 8^. Lawrence, 
*■ for I wish the soundness of my doctrine to be 
tried to the utmqst." 

^^Well then,^^ continued Campbell, "was not 
the King of Prussia, though called the infidel king, 
right, when after a victory he cried Dieu mercie et 
me9 gros battaillons? If the gros battaillons by 
their courage won the battle, in the usual way in 
which battles were won, how was it Providence ? " 

^^The answer is,^^ replied St. Lawrence, "that 
Providence had decreed the battle should be won, 
ages before Frederick was bom; and had also 
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decreed the concatenation of second causes which 
made the soldiers what they were." 

"Yott give then, no personal merit to the sol- 
diers," said Campbell; " and whether they had been 
heroes or cowards, the battle, according to you, 
would bave been won.'' 

" Not so," answered St, LawTence, " the soldiers, 
as well as the king himself, have all the merit of 
having, by the exercise of their own free will, made 
themselves what they were, God permitting it at the 
creation of the world, and using it as the instrument 
by which the victory he had thought fit to decree, 
was to be accotnplisbed. Had the soldiers been 
cowards, they would not have been proper instni- 
raents, and all other things remaining the same, 
the battle therefore would not have been won." 

" But," answered Campbell, " unless Heaven nad 
forced these second causes, which you allow your- 
self would have been miracles, it could not be. 
sure of their producing the effect intended, and 
they might have produced a contrary effect. How 
in that case?" 

" In that case, as I have already held,'' said St, 
Lawrence, "a different course of events would 
liave been planned." 

"The supposition is stupendous ! nothing less 
than that the free will of man might force tt e 
Almighty to alter a plan." 
p5 
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"To be consistent, I must go all that length," 
said St. Lawrence, "and all that we can say is, 
that in chusing to create a being with free will, it 
was God's pleasure that it sliould be so. But to 
return to your question of the personal merits 
the instruments employed, though the soldi< 
were thus instrumenls, and could have done 
thing but by the behest of the Almighty, the 
merit of being what tliey were through their free- 
dom of will, was all their ovm. And this eiqilains 
satisfectorily and unambiguously a phrase which 
has sometimes embarrassed half-seeing sceptics, 
that a man through or under Providence, has 
accomplished any given thing." 

" I am content with this," s^d Campbell ; 
what say you to King William's famous 
(excellent for a soldier,) that every ball has 
billet." 

" That it is what you have called it — excellent tot 
a soldier ; but that the bullet obeys the course of 
second causes, like every thing else, and may and 
must be affected hke every tiling else, by a man's 
own conduct. It is not true therefore that death or 
safety must inevitably take place, as they often da 
take place in war ; the choice ofbeinginthe6eld, of 
out of the field, being universally left to our- 
■elves," 
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** How SO? ^' asked Campbell ; " is not the soldiei* 
compelled to be present in the battle ? '^ 

^^ Compelled by his officers, yes ! but not by 
Providence, whether he Will or no. Having 
entered the service, he is bound ; but his entering 
or not, was his own option/' 

^^Do you ine^n th6n, that Providence could 
not have Compelled him to serve ? *' 

^^We must settle what we mean by compel 
before I answer. If you mean a blind compelling 
force, where there is no choice but obedience, I 
say no ; if you mean secret motives infused Into 
him by Heaven for the piupose proposed, it inters 
rupts his free will, is mir£iculotis, and I also say no ; 
but if you mean that it may be the intention of 
God, and brought about by second causes acting 
in concert with free will, there is neither compul« 
sion nor necessity/^ 

^^ This may apply,'* observed Campbell, "before 
the militaiy life is embraced, but how afterwards, 
when the trumpet has sounded, and the onslaught 
commenced? Each being, as you say, decreed 
by Providetice, could Hotspur have escaped hie 
death at Shrewsbury, or Wellington met his at 
Waterloo? And if tieither, what did it signify 
what either chief did to affect either his personal 
tiafety or destruction,'' 
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, " I have admitted/* $aid St. I4twrence^ ^^ that 
the death or the s^ety^ had been ahready deter- 
mfned by Heaven ; but how the behest was tQ be 
fulfilled^ (not being forced^) depended upon the 
ronduct of the men themselves. Th^ deqree 
against Hotspur^ therefore^ according to our 
theory, went forth at the beginning of the world. 
But how went forth ? Not that Hotspur should die 
phaiever his conduct^ but only, we will say, in the 
event of hi^ acting in a particular way in t:he field; 
Say fCKT Mftipple, of his resolving to encounter all 
Ivho ¥rere clad in the armour of the king. If he 
had not done this by virtue of his free will, he 
might perhapsi have been saved by the decree 
being altered. The maxim therefore of the billet 
is so far not true, that it does not deUver the sol- 
dier from the necessity of exertion, or make his con- 
duct in action indifferent. So ^o, the safety of the 
Duke of Wellington may have been, and probably 
was decreed. But how decreed? Not so as tp 
give him a license to be careless of himself, or 
march up to the mouth of a cannpn pointed at his 
breast, as if he bore a charmed life ; but using all 
proper precautions that generals use, to avoid the 
onsets becoming in a grenadier but not in them^ 
With this explanation King WiUiam^s maxim may 
be true ; without it, no individual exertion nor pn^ 
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de^ce can avail or be influential either for attack 
or defence, but aU must be blind predestination/^ 

"You have well said/- observed Campbell; 
^^ yet I should be glad to know how these second 
causes, not miracles, (which we both of us dis^ 
card,) can be made to do the original will of 
Heaven, in regard to either destruction or safety ?^^ 

" For example, a loaded musket is presented ; 
the aim direct, the trigger pulled > — must not the 
man drop ? A thousand tmexpected contingencies 
may give the answer, Tlie powder may have been 
damaged in a thousand ways ; the ingredients in 
the first concoction defective; or the particular 
cartridge got wet, perhaps by a defect in the car- 
touch box — perhaps that part only of the box 
where that identical cartridge had been lodged; 
and perhaps all these defects might be traced 
through combinations of a thousand years ; or in 
countries where the salt-petre was produced, ten 
thousand miles off. AU these may have been the 
Work of Providence with a View to save this 
individual life, and all^ you see. Without miracle. 

" Then as to destruction spit6 of precaution, I 
need not say in how many ways it may be met. 
A chance shot, when supposed out of reach, oi* 
even from a supposed friend, as was suspected in 
the death of Charles XII. But I will not fatigue 
you with instances^ all showing Providence^ but 
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ho miracle^ and all conceived and concocted lit tbe 
beginning of time^ yet mthout in the least dis- 
pensing with the exertions of man." 

^^ Again," observed Campbell, " you have well 
said : but if this be true, and all be Providence 
without miracle, whatever we do ourselves, what 
becomes of the necessity of prayer/^ 

" A great, awful, and imposing subject ! " said 
St. Lawrence. 



SECTION V. 

!rH£ DOCTRINE OF PBAYEB< 



** Shall we serve Hearen with less respectV 
Than we do minister to our gross selves ? *' 

Measure for Measure. 

'^ When we pray,'^ said St. Lawrence, in 
Answer to Campbell^s last question^ ^^ we pray to a 
Superior Being, who, we at least think, can grant 
our prayers, and this, whether that Being be 
human or divine. Even idolators must think 
there is an efficacy in their prayers, or they would 
not oflfer them« There is this difference^ howevef. 
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between prsiyers to a human and to a divine per- 
son, — that to the firsft we are obliged to make known 
our wants, or he would not understand them ; to 
the last, though the object is the same, namely, that 
our wants ishould be relieved, their exposition is 
not necessary, as the Deity must know thenl 
already. ^ Why then pray at all ? ^ — that is a ques- 
tion that has often been asked. If God not only 
knows what our wants are, but also knows better 
than ourselves, whether it is best to grant them or 
not, it should seem prayer is unnecessary. All 
this is exclusive of another proposition of still 
greater importance, namely that God, disposing of 
every thing in a manner the most wise and most 
beneficial for all his creatures, it cannot be sup- 
posed that the blind supplications of individuals 
ever move hiin 

" The answer to these questions, (not unfair 
ones,) has been made in many shapes. The 
best seems to be, that prayer exercises our 
humiUty, our sense of dependence upon God, and 
being generally mixed with thanksgiving (though 
by no means the same with it), it keeps up a com- 
munication with Heaven salutary to the soul. 
This would be good sense as well as piety, even 
if there were not another and more cogent cause, 
founded in self interest, for urgent, humble, and 



^28 ST* LAWB^NClS. 

earnest prayer; for we are told that that may be 
given to prayer which may be denied tp u^lect ; — 
as indeed nothing is more common amon^ human 
creatures^ than for o^e man^ though ever so well 
disposed towards another^ or ever so cognizant 
of his wants^ to decline offering what the other is 
too proud pr too indifferent to ask. However, it 
*was not my intention, by way of prefacing my 
answers to your questions, to enter upon either 
the uses or nature of prayer ; I trust that that is 
by no means necessary/^ 

^^ Certainly no V answered Campbell ; *^ it is, 
however, a prefiice by no means thrown away. 
At the same time I should wish to know how you 
answer the objection you have yourself noticed, 
that it is difficult, nay outrageous to suppose, weak 
worms and ants that we are, that such creatures 
can have such consequence with God as to bend 
him from his will, were it otherwise possible?*' 

^^ The answer is short, but most pithy,^' said St 
Lawrence, ^^ You will at least allow that it is 
man's nature to pray ; that the whole race where- 
ever foimd, educated or uneducated, are worships 
pers and supplicants." 

^^ Perhaps so," said Campbell.*' 

^^ You allow, too, that God is the author of 
haturc ? '* 
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'' Of course ! '' 

^^ Then God himself has authorised us, worms 
^nd ants as we are in ccmiparison, to do the thing 
that so surprises you.'^ 

^^ I hftve yet another specific question/^ said 
Campbell, "which is this : — If every thing done 
or attempted to be done in the world, if all the 
good and evil which occupy us from morning to 
night, is the work of Providence, and being fore- 
,aeen, cannot be altered, I still would ask, where 
is the necessity for prayer ? What hope can be 
entertained of success, what fear of failure, when 
all is already settled in the divine mind ? ^^ 

" Pointedly put,^ answered St. Lawrence, " but 
i think a little attention to the principles we have 
laid down, will bring us easily through the diffi- 
culty.'' 

" I am tdl attentioi;.^^ 

" The answer* is most simple, being neither 
more nor less than what I have just now held, 
that God foreseeing whether we shall humble our- 
^lyes before him, confide m, and pray to him, or 
not, has, though long before our existence, settled 
the result, as if it were the present hour; and 
^consequently we approach his throne with all the 
hopes and fears of uncertainty, which the present 
hour would create. This brings us to the old (T 
believe 90imd, but ahnost incomprehensible) tenet? 
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that there is no time with the Abnighty^ or at least 
that every thing is present It follows, therefore, 
that whatever may be the case with the Deity, 
with us. we may and must proceed as if all we did 
was before him, according to our own notions of 
the present/^ 

*^ This is abstruse/* said Campbell. 

'' It is so, but let us try if we cannot simplify it 
a little. Let us suppose (if we may make such a 
supposition) that God, instead of the illimitable 
being he is, had not the foreknowledge we con- 
ceive of him ; and that, instead of having finally 
determined upon the object of our prayer, he 
could have said, if I am supplicated in a proper 
spirit, I will grant : if neglected, the thing wished 
for shall not be. Let us suppose, I say, that this 
is the idea of him entertained by his creatures ? ^^ 

*^ We should then,^^ said Campbell, *^ be un- 
doubtedly both desirous and bound to pray." 

^^ How little farther then do we go ; or rather I 
may ask — do we go at all farther, when, thinking 
this to be the condition of his listening to us, we 
pour ourselves out to him in prayer ? TFe know 
that he knows what is best for us, but best, accord* 
ing to the disposition we show to cultivate or neg- 
lect him ; and how does his having foreseen these 
dispositions release us from the necessity of show- 
ing them. Though the thing asked therefore has 
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been detennmed before hand^ it hlus only been so 
becatise of our praying for ity which has also been 
known be/ore hand; and how can that be, if there 
is no prayer at all? ^* 

*' Your dilemma/* said Campbell, *^ seems little 
short of convincing. Cases, however, do much 
for the developement of principles, and I would 
wish to hear more, illustrative both of the pos- 
sibility of moving an Allwise, as well as Almighty 
Being, and of his power, without miracle, to change 
the course of things which would otherwise take 
place.** 

" Would you name a specific case of the last? ^* 
said St. Lawrence. 

^^ Perhaps I cannot find a better than is sup- 
plied by Tremaine, who himself asks this specific 
question. ' A child,* says he, ^ is sick ; the afilicted 
and pious father implores Providence to bless the 
endeavour of the physician. Does Providence 
suddenly enlighten the physician*s mind, discover 
new diligs for him, or give superior efficacy to old 
ones, in order to grant the prayer? If it do this, 
it is miracle ; if it do not, it is not Providence. 
So also, in the reverse of this ; if the physician*s 
knowledge is for a time clouded on purpose that 
the child may die, it is miracle ; if it die because 
the physician is naturally imskilfol^ it is not Pro- 
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vidence.* I do not thixik this is speci^pally 
answered in Tremaine.' ^^ 

Not specifically, perh^ps,^^ said St. Lawrence, 
but sufficiently in the general principles we have 
been discussing, from which you can yourself 
easily supply the answer. According to us, Pro- 
tjidence, in the beginning of time, (fpy to that a^ 
our basis ^e must always revert,) foreseeing the 
ishild's illness, and also the father's piety and 
prayer, which it therefore seems good to him to 
grant; foreseeing also, that the train of second 
causes which it has laid, is such as that the child 
may recover through the physician and remedies 
employed. Providence gives its fiat to that train^ 
and thus may be said to bless the physician's 
endeavour at the moment, though the result wa$ 
settled long ago. On the othei: hand, had th^ 
iather not been pious, not prayed, or been tor any 
reason condemned to lose his child, the original 
t^ain of second causes laid at the conxmencement 
of the world, would have been altered^ and the 
child wo\4d have died. !Efut being so laid at th^ 
coDdmencement, when the laws of nature were first 
put in motion, there needed no alteration after- 
wards, either to preserve or kiU, and thus in 
either case was there any n^iracle or interference, 
yet all was Providence." 

* Tremaine, vol, iii, p. 346. 
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'^ You have tolerably well unravelled a compli- 
cated case," said Campbell ; *^ yet I own that 1 
have been sometimes puzzled by the storms on 
this rugged COast, which have afforded ample food 
for speciilation upon this fearfal subject. The 
hair-breadth ^scapes I have witnessed of sailots 
and fishermen, their frequent distress and dan- 
ger, and ais frequent preservation and recovery, 
only, as it were, to brave and incur everythiiig 
anew, have turned me to the question with unre- 
mittiitg interest ; yet always without success/* 

^^ What think they of it themselves ? *' said 
St. Lawrence. 

" Why> for the most part, I believe, that the 
relief comes immediately from above ; and coming 
so often, when merely to look at the waves one 
would think they could not escape being swallowed 
up, they and we too on shore, are inclined to 
beheve they must be particularly protected." 

^^ Their belief is no more than natural, and at 
any rate is comfortable,** said St. Lawrence. 

*^ Heaven forbid we shotdd disturb it !" observed 
Campbell. 

^^ Disturb it ? " exclaimed St. Lawrence. ^^ Every 
thing I have said ; everything, I think, goes to 
confirm it ; only not in the way you are disposed 
to uphold. I am glad, however, you have men- 
tioned the dangers of the sea, as they speak so 
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immediately and so terribly to the senses, that 
deliverance from them, more than from any other 
dangers, seem peculiarly to demonstrate the care 
and power of Providence. The jaws of a Uon, 
ready to close upon a man's head, are scarcely 
more terrific or more inevitable than a ship 
foundering in the waves ; and hence I remember 
one of the most powerful instances of the conver- 
sion of an infidel, was eflfected by his having been 
twice the only man left in vessels destroyed by 
storm. Can we wonder, then, at the emphatic 
burst in the beautiful Psalm, 

' They that go down to the sea in ships, and ocev^ their 
business in the deep waters — ^these men see the works of the 
Lord, and his wonders in the deep.' '' 

^^ A warm and eloquent, and, at the same time, 
just ebullition," said Campbell; ^^and it almost 
proves direct interference.'* 

" If anything could warrant that persuasion," 
replied St. Lawrence, "it would be the picture 
given throughout the glowing service from whidi 
I have borrowed this citation. You may remem- 
ber how this apposite and stirnng Psalm goes on, 



' For, at his word, the stormy wind ariseth, which lifteth up 
the waves thereof. 

' They are carried up to the hearen and down again to the 
deep ; their soul melteth away beeaiiie of their trouble. 



ST. LAWRENCB* 335 

They reel to and fro, they sttgger like a drunken man, and 
are at their wits* end. 

' So when they cry unto the Lord in their trouble^ he deliver- 
eth them out of 'their distress. 

* For he maketh the storm to cease, so that the waves thereof 
are still.'* 

" No wonder that sailors are imbued with re- 
ligion^ notwithstanding the recklessness of thei 
Eves/' 

'* Did they not, however/^ said Campbell, *^ on 
these occasions, bestir themselves with the energy 
that belongs to them, brave the danger instead ot 
succumbing, and mount to the topmast height of 
it, instead of contenting themselves with prayer, 
they might after all be disappointed/* 

^^ This is but the gros battaillom over again,'^ 
retorted St. Lawrence, rather displeased. ^^ To 
be sure, when danger threatens, they must brave 
it, and, being human, by himian means. God 
beneficently says, * Call upon me in the time of 
trouble, and I will hear thee.' But how hear? 
By commuting exertion for invocation? — No! 
by blessing the confident with success, but 
abandoning the despairing, if they abandon them- 
selves. And hence we may gather the real 
ischeme of providential government. For great is 
the mistake to think that trusting to Providence, 

* Psalm CYii. 



as it is called, i^ to throw off all care from our own 
shoulders, like the Methodist preacher and im- 
postor H J who declares thisit being onde 

In want of a pair of breeches, he prayed for them, 
and the next day one of his flock brought him a 
pair as a present. No! the vigilance of Provi- 
dence, unremitting as it is, by no means remits 
any one of our own energies, but demands their 
exertion, in order to crown them with success. 
We are therefore anything but released from the 
necessity of acting, as many pious people think 
we are. If we do not plough, sow, aiid reap, we 
shall starve ; if we do not build houses, the rain 
will not clear up to keep us dry 5 if we rush into 
the fire, it wiU bum; if mto the water, it wiU 
drown. AH that we can look to, therefore, (and 
a great thing it is,) is, that acting in our natures, 
and endeavouring the best, God may, as I have 
said, bless those endeavours by so dujposing, or 
(as I ought rather to say) by so having disposed 
second causes, as to occasion success. The 
corollary from this is, that the industry, the 
struggles, and the labours of man, must proceed as 
they do, notwithstanding we may feel that we are 
under an invisible direction from above, or have 
a friend at hand who will help, or has resolved to 
help us if- we deserve it : and prayer, so far from 
being on that account unnecessary, is only the 
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snore incumbent upon us in everything we do* 
((^his ought never to be out of sight, and I have 
dwelt die more earnestly upon it, because I have 
observed mistakes not unimportant in many good 
people, as to the nature of. the providential go* 
vermnent^ which it flatters them to think is, by 
palpable and sudden interposition, setting aside 
^fae usual course of nature in their favour." 
. ^^ This is only the truth," said Campbell, ^^ but 
if a poor man in distress find a pot of money, 
which relieves him, will you say it is not 
providential ? " 

. ^^ Certainly not; but only providential as a 
filing determined at the beginning of tune, and so 
working itself, through all the second causes, till 
the money is found. For I cannot too often 
i^peat, that all and everything that happens, or 
can happen, is in that light providential. As a 
lipecial interposition^ for a special purpose, as if 
Providence had been taken by surprise, I unhesita- 
.iingly say no T^ * 

*^ You are at least consistent,'^ observed 
.Campbell, ^^ I had almost said convincing. But 
what say you to the notions of a man with whom 
1 suppose you will not quarrel — ^Warburton ? I 
jdlude to his book, Julian ; learned and ingenious, 

* * ■ ■ • Vide note * in the Appendix.' 
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if not convincing; written on purpose to prove 
the miracle^ (and therefore undoubtedly the 
special interference of Heaven^) which prevented 
the rebuilding of Jerusalem. The history relates * 
that the workmen were perpetually, as well as 
powerfully, interrupted in their attempt to dig the 
foundations of the city, by the incessant bursting 
forth of balls of fire, until, after repeated failures^ 
the enterprise was abandoned by the emperor^ 
sore against his wilL Julian, I think, meant to 
renew the enterprize in person, but was killed in 
the Persian war, before he could attend to it. If 
this be true, and it is not a particular interposition, 
I don't know what is. However, I would rather 
leave the bishop to settle with you, and be myself 
a mere spectator of the fights'' 

^' There will be no fight,'^ answered St. Law- 
-rence. 

" What, do you doubt the miracle, related by 
writers both sacred and profane ? Do you deny die 
fact of the discontinuance of the attempt for the 
cause stated ? ** 

^^ Neither one nor the other,'' returned St 
Lawrence, " nor is the case worth a word. That 
the workmen were ba£9ed by a subterranean fire^ 
may be true ; that there was any interference to 
make the fire break out where it did, and when it 

* Ammianns Marcelliiiiis. 
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did, does not appear, and cannot be proved. If 
merely a volcanic operation, tlie whole question is 
at an end, and its being the work of Providence to 
prevent the rebuilding of Jerusalem, the object of 
which I at least cannot appreciate, and do not 
meddle with, must just be left to the explanations 
we have already discussed, in regard to the 
man^ement of second causes, among which this 
fiery eruption may evidently be classed." 

" I own," observed Campbell, " that all these 
considerations are certainly curious, perhaps pro- 
found ; at least they afford matter for deep and 
continued thought. But what a Jew, especially 
an ancient one, would say to you, for doubting 
the whole history of his favoured ancestors, who 
dealt in nothing but interposition, and whose very 
government upon earth was visible theocracy; 
what Moses, and Elijah, arid Samuel, would say to 
you for these tenets, I should be almost fearful to 
ask ! It is obvious that the Jews at least are above 
being congregated with the common race of men. 
Upon every, the most trifling occasions, God ap- 
pears to them, no matter whether in day dreams 
or night dreams, by shekinahs, or prophecies, or 
the Bath Kol.* There is a direct communication 

• The Batli Kol wus a audden Bnd temporary »omniunioMinn 
from, Heaven, in the miad of the penoD to whom il IfU msde, u 
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%rith him; he sends angels to th^in on all the 
^mmonest occasions ; he makes, alters, and re- 
news covenants; gives names, executes malefac- 
tors, or pardons repentant sinners on the spot. 
Yet you endeavour to explain away all this, and 
deny positive interposition ? Again, I say, what 
will Moses and Samuel say to you for it ? '^ 

*' It concerns me very Utde,^' answered St. Law- 
rence, *^ for the Jewish history is altogether insu- 
lated in the history of the world; their nation was 
like no other nation ; they professed to be chosen 
expressly to be the depositaries of the understand- 
ing and the worship of the one only God, amid 
the universal idolatry of other nations. They at 
least explain, therefore, a reason for this difference 
l)etween them and all other people, and with it per- 
haps, for the diflferent mode of proceeding towards 
them adopted by Providence. I tiierefore profess 
not to doubt, as you suppose me to do, byjthc 
theory by which I abide. With the Jews, their 
polity, their history, and miracles, I do not meddle ; 
and thus explained, your observation does not 
affect the system I have laid down ; at any rate 
their theocracy has long been at an end, and was 
so long before the coming of Christ ; and a Jew, 
as far as regards the mode in which Providence di- 
rects him, is not different from any other man.'^ 
"I thought to have hit you with this^'^ said Camp-? 
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heUy ^' but you are armed at all points. I must 
idlow you have gone deeper than I into the whole 
of this deep subject, fiEiyourite as it has always 
been with me.*' 

^ I have often * outwatched the bear ^ to do so,'^ 
answered St. Lawrence ; " and if I have succeeded 
in clearing the doubts of but one man^ my grati-^ 
fication will be complete.^* 

^ But if you are satisfied with the explanation 
of the pro|)riety and duty of prayer, what will you 
be as to the duty of thanksgiving? upon thoJb 
there can be no doubt, no hesitation ; and yet,'* 
said. Campbell,. ^ I have heard men, by no means 
hard of heart, selfish, or scomers, assert that it is 
a mere feeling not warranted by the fact of the 
case. They say that God in his wisdom having 
ordered every thing he thought fit and right, it 
would be fit and right without any view to serve 
or benefit any particular individual, who, if happy, 
is made so by a design of the creation, in the same 
mamier as other animals are designed to enjoy 
themselves in their peculiar elements. What, for 
example, seems happier than a duck in its pond, 
a flock of pigeons in the air, a lamb, or even a 
child at play ^ Yet who thinks of their being grate- 
ftd for the necessity of being so, as a duty, or even 
diat it is expected, though the boimty is the voluu- 
/arjf bounty of Ood? On this subject I cannot 
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but recollect the amusement wliich the gratitude 
or vanity of a pious dictionary-maker gave to Bo- 
lingbroke, who always in his thanksgivings addi 
particularly, that the Deity had created dictionai 
makers." 

" Depend upon it," said St. Lawrence, " that 
quaint as this might be, the dictionary-maker had 
a better heart than the man who ridiculed him ; 
and as to thanksgiving being not warranted by the 
fact of the caae, if this is or can be thought by 
any creature in a human sliape, I should doubt 
the character you have applied to him, of not being 
hard of heart, selfish, or a scorner. On the con- 
trarj', I should think lie had the heart of a stone. 
I liave heard, indeed, in that earthquake, the 
French revolution, when all that was stately and 
all that was beautiful in morals or religion was 
overthrown, in order, afterwards, as was said, to 
render every thing perfect — 1 have heard of pro- 
fessed Atheists, and of some self-called philoso- 
phers, who, among other reforms, thouglit grati- 
tude was unworthy of man, and ought to be ex- 
punged from the moral code. But, like other re- 
formers, when their turn was served, and they 
got rid of rivals and seated themseh 
places, they thought that tliis same homely gral 
tude, among oilier old fashioned virtues which 
done their part for a few centuries in the servicej 
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iaankUid^ might still be of some use, and they 
therefore restored it, with the churches they had 
pillaged. . So perhaps may it be with those, at 
best blind and misguided people (if indeed they 
exist), who, feeling all that can make the heart 
buoyant with pleasure, though perhaps secret and 
unaccountable, are yet able in their selfishness to 
aay tKey owe no thanks, for all is their due. But 
these, as I have said, are blind and misguided,. 
hardened by pride, which they call philosophy. 
Remove their philosophy, and let nature return, 
and the Author of Nature will resume his rights. 
I have not even the power to conceive a man, not 
absolutely corrupt and rotten with the insolence 
of prosperity, or hardened, by misery, to feel the 
mere pleasure of existence, and not be grateful 
forit.^' 

** You describe,^* observed Campbell, *^ men of 
a golden age; but where are they now to be 
found?'' 

*^ Oftener than you seem to imagine," said St. 
Lawrence, ^^ for all the ills, moral and physical, 
that appear to surround us ; for though evil cer- 
iuhly is in part our lot, in how much greater de- 
gree is good ? For one unhappy person, not made 
so by his ovm act, how many thousands are there 
who might revel in happiness if they pleased > 
How does the lone martyr to gout, when he looks 
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£rom his chamber upon the crowds that pass and 
repass^ free and bounding, with the mere power of 
limbs, think probably with discontent on his own 
lot, to be a single prisoner, while myriads of his 
Callow men are joyous with liberty ! So it is in 
every thing, were men wise enough to see it; 
both pain and misery are vociferous, enjoyment 
quiet, and too often \mgrateful. What comes 
every day we think our due, and we care not for 
the hand that feeds us. 



* For swinish gluttony 



Ne'er looks to Heay*n amidst his gorgeous feast.* 

We look only at the immediate, the visible, second, 
cause of our pleasures, and forget the first, be* 
cause it is invisible/^ 

^^ Are you of opinion then," said Campbell, 
after seriously musing, " that the preponderance 
of good over evil, of happiness over unhappiness^ 
is so decidedly great ? " 

" Of nothing am I more certain/' answered St. 
Lawrence. 

^^ Yet what a catalogue may be, and is made," 
said Campbell, " of moral evils (to say nothing of 
physical) which only to read, makes one shudder. 
Shall I give you one I not long ago found in a 
writer, not at all disposed to quarrel with Provi- 
dence, I mean Abraham Tucker, the profound as 
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Well as ingenious author of the Light 6f Na» 
ture?^^ 

^^ I know it well/' said St. Lawrence^ " but as 
we are upon the subject, it will do no harm to 
hear it again/' 

Campbell then took down the volume and 
read his catalogue, with a dry sort of wry face, 
at the supposed preponderance of good in the 
world. There were enumerated, unnatural pa- 
rents, faithless wives> disobedient children, un- 
grateful friends, deceitful patrons, approach of 
ruin, disappointment of schemes, resentment of 
fronts, animosities against persons we cannot 
hurt, slights of the world upon supposed merit, 
fear and superstition, fires, robbers, small-pox 
(why did he not add wars, plague, and blue 
cholera?) apparitions, prognostics, and dreams, 
doubts about predestination, desperations of a 
future state, avidities and despondencies of metho- 
dism, misgivings of free thinking. 

^^There,'^ said Campbell, as he wound up, ^ what 
have you to oppose as a balance to this ? '* 

^^ Really," said St. Lawrence, ^^ I wonder you 
have contented yourself with so meagre a Ust ; for 
while he was about it. Tucker might have added to 
our shuddering, all the horrible diseases incident 
to humm nature^ «ge, ache, penury, and imprison- 
ment, the ^^ whips and scorns of the times, the op- 
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pressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, I 
pangs of despised love, the laws delay, th 
lence of office, and abo\'e all, the spurns that pa- 
tient merit of the unworthy takes." AH these are 
to be found ; and you see Shakspeare understood 
catalogues of evils, as well as Tucker himself; but 
with all this, and were it ten times lai^er, it would 
not reach one ten thousaTidth part of the good 
to he ranged on the other side. For, as I hare 
observed, complaint is loud, content quiet ; for 
one diseased man in body or mind, there are ten 
thousand in health ; for one miserable, a thousand, 
nay, the bulk of mankind, cheerful; but were this 
not so, as it is certain tliat vast numbers do ac- 
tually escape misfortune, and are not exposed to 
the e\-ils of the catalogue, what have they to say 
if they do not thank the Being that has so fa- 
voured them ? Behold the man writhing under the 
stone, torn with gout, or worn with tic dolou- 
reux ; behold another cursed in his children, be- 
trayed by Ills dearest friend, rained by perfidy, 
and reduced from opulence to be^;ary. Take a 
happier subject, beaming with constant health, 
ever tranquil in mind. Has he no cause to be 
thankful ? The verj' existence of evil, and the 
greater it is, ought the more to touch the hearts of 
those who are free from miserj- ; and do m 



8T» LAWRSNCBrf $4t 

sands escape ? And are there no enjoym^nts^ wfaicb^ 
ought to make the heart run over with gratitude? 
You ask what there is to balance our wretched- 
ness. I answer^ all that can make life lovely and 
joyous. If there is winter, there are also the 
spring, the simimer, and the fruits of autupm. If 
there is ugliness of body or miijid, there are 
beauty,, the . a£fections, the charities of kindred 
(outnumbering a million of times the instances of 
tiieir contraries) ; all the generous passions, kind- 
ness,, friendship, honour ; the cardinal virtues, 
piety, hope here and hereafter; heialth, animal 
spirits, the acquisition of knowledge, gratified am- 
bition, and (still more delightful) gratified love ! ^^ 

^^ Very charming,^* said Campbell, rather sardo- 
nically, '^ but where do you find them, except in 
those fictions in prose and verse which so please 
and so ch^at us? '^ 

"They are not only to be found,^' replied St.* 
Lawrence, " but to be found almost every where, 
No dime, no class of men, ho situation in life^ 
rude or cultivate, is . without them. The rich 
man, the poor man, the king, the beggar, the old 
man, the young one, the married, the unmarried, 
the menial, the .master, the pedagogue, the school 
boy, the labourer, the lounger,' the coarse, the 
polished^ the honest man, and even the rogue^ 
when not going to be hanged ! all these have apti. 
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tades for happiness^ though in different degrees^ 
and they so outnumber yoiu* sufferers^ that while 
enjoyment of some kind or other, if people are just 
to confess it, is nearly universal, complaint is only 
partial, and no one would wish to avoid it by ceas-* 
ing to Uve/' 

^^ You are at least a warm advocate,^' returned 
Campbell, ^^ and no doubt say grace before and 
ftfter meat ? '* 

*^ I do ; and though it may condemn my breed- 
ing, I am even shocked to see that excellent and 
most natural custom, prompted by such natural 
feeling, so nearly worn out/' 

" And yet,^' observed the Laird, with his usual 
hesitating air, ^^ would it not have been strange, if 
not rather hard, if Providence had sent us into 
the world to be starved ? ^^ 

'^ Does the contrary,^' answered St. Lawrence, 
^^ diminish our obligation that he sent us. to be 
well fed ? ^^ 

^^ I own that is a hit,^' returned Campbell, and 
he looked out at window as if to admire the 
waves. 

^^ For my part,'* continued St. Lawrence, *^ I 
am gourmand enough, and in health enough, to" 
feel remarkably better, happier, and gayer, for a 
wholesome dinner; and (laugh if you will) feel 



in a peculiarly gratefol mood for the general hap* 
piness of the world, as well as my own, after the 
repast.^* 

^ I wish not to disturb it,'* said Campbell, ^^ by 
any cavilling of mine ;*^ — and he fell into a sort of 
reverie. 

*^ If this, however,** continued St. Lawrence, after 
a pause, '^ is so for a reason apparently of so small an 
amount as the enjoyment of our food, what are 
we not to say for all the larger benefits we receive ? 
our preservation through every moment of the 
day and night This, too, you will perhaps say, 
being common to every body, is no particular rea- 
son for gratitude. But is it even so ? Is every 
body in point of fact preserved ? or if they were, 
is the extent of a benefit a reason for indifierence? 
For my part were there no misfortunes in my 
own person or those about me, to remind me of 
my precarious condition, and how soon a bolt 
might strike me, I can never feel the enjoyment, 
the unspeakable enjoyment, of health after illness, 
though so common to all, nor the still more com- 
mon gifts of sight, hearing, or the other senses — I 
cannot even see them enjoyed by others, no, not 
even by the child that does not belong to me, or 
the firisking of the lamb you exemplified just now, 
thankless from nature — I say I could not do thia**^ 
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I cannot do it — ^without feeling my own stock of 
pleasure increased^ my heart swells my mind ex- 
pand and improve ; and feeling thus, gratitude to 
my Creator becomes the predominant sentiment 
of my whole intellectual being." 

<tf My good friend,** said Campbell, almost af- 
fected, " this is a holy feeling ; never let it be dis- 
turbed ; for me, it would be worse than useless to 
say another word.'* 
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Therefore it behoves us to investigate those causes as far as 
we have ability and opportunity for so doing, because from them 
only we can attain any knowledge of the divine economy ; which, 
whenever we can discover it, will prove an unerring guide to our 
proceedings. The neglect of this duty, and the inobservance ol 
second causes, throw men into all the delusions of superstition 
and enthusiasm : for while they imagine the divine power exerted 
upon every particular occasion, they overlook those rules of pru- 
dence which God has given for their direction. They deem it 
unnecessary even to think for themselves, expecting an especial 
guidance for every thing they are to do ; which lays them open 
to the deceit of illuminations, dreams, omens, prodigies, and 
such like trumpery. 

On the other hand, a too dose attachment to second causes, is 
apt to generate prophaneness, making men forget the first, and 
substitute an undesigning chance or blind fiEU»lity in the room of 
it. But this can never happen, provided they bear in mind thati 
how far soever they may trace the chain, they must rest it in the 
divine operation at last, which, whenever exerted, they will find 
accompanied with a disposing Providence, directing it in such a 
manner as to produce the whole series of events to follow there* 
upon. And the longer the chain, the greater number and intri- 
cacy of causes and effects it must contain, and the larger must be 
that plan of disposition which gave beginning to it. Therefore, 
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\kt more a man thinks, he will diBcover natoral causes lyinut 
■till further and further behind one another : he will find his idea 
of interposing Providence gradually diminish, and that of the 
disposing proportionably increase. Therefore, let not men con- 
demn one another too hastily of impiety or superstition, for bodi 
are relative to the strength of each person*a sight. The philoso- 
pher may entertain so high an opinion of infinite wisdom, as that 
upon the formation of a world, it might provide for every event 
that is to happen during the whole period of its continuance ; 
therefore, he is not impious in asserting that all things since have 
gone on in the course of natural causes, for his idea of the first 
)>lan is so full as to leave no room for any thii^ to be interposed. 

This the plain man cannot comprehend, the lines of his view 
being short ; therefore he is not superstitious in imagining fre- 
quent interpositions, because without them he cannot understand 
a Providence at all. He may likewise find it impossible to con- 
ceive that every motion of matter, and turn of volition, should be 
calculated or foreseen, but supposes a watchful Providence 
teontinuaUy attentive to the tendency of second causes, inter- 
posing every day, and every hour of the day, to correct the errors 
of chance, and secretly turning the spriogs of action the way tliat 
wisdom and goodness recommend. And he is excusable herein, 
if this be the best conception he can form ; for it derogates not 
from his idea of the divine wisdom and dominion, to imagine there 
should be room left in nature for chance, so long as there is a 
superintending power who can foresee the irregularities of chance 
time enough to prevent them. 

Thus, how largely soever we may ascribe to interposition, or 
how much soever deduct therefrom, to add to the. disposing Pro- 
vidence, we cannot deny that every natural cause we see is. an 
effect of some prior cause, impulse of impulse, and volition of 
motives and ideas suggested to the mind ; therefore must refer ail 
dispensations ultimately to the act of God : and as we cannot 
imagine him to act without knowing what he does, and what will 
tuaxdt therefrom, we must conclude that act to proceed upon a 
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plan and disposition of the causes tending to produce the partir 
cular consequences following thereupon. The only difference 
between the .man of common sense and the studious, is concerning 
the time when the disposition was made, which the one thinks a 
few days or a few minutes, the other many ages ago ; the one 
frequent and occasional, the other rare and universal ; but both 
acknowledge that nothing ever happens without the permission or 
appointment of our Almighty and ever vigilant Governor. 

Tucker*8 Light qf Nature. 



Note B. p. 275. 



The grand and beautiful discoveries of Laplace, Lagrange, and 
others, in this department of astronomy, have now demonstrated, 
that the observed variations in the orbits of the planets in conse- 
quence of their mutual action on each other, instead of leading, 
as it was conjectured they might ultimately do, to material and 
even ruinous changes in the system, are periodical only, and that 
the mean distances of the planets from the sun, and consequently 
their mean periodic times, are absolutely invariable; that the, 
disturbing action keeps increasing up to a certain point, and then 
again decreasing ; and so on alternately : — thus (like the compen- 
MatUm balance of a modern chronometer) correcting its own (ap- 
parent) errors, and providing for the preservation of a mean stale 
for any conceivable extent of time. This is unquestionably the 
sublimest as well as the most beautiful of those modem discove«> 
ries which have already gone far to place our own era on a level 
with that of Newton, — if not in the merit of our researches (for 
we have the light of his wondrous genius to work by), at least in 
the unspeakable interest and importance of the results which 
to be opening upon us. 
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Note B. p. 307. 

» 

EXTRACTS FROM TUCKER'S LIGHT OF NATURE. 

Nor can Despotism itself do any great matters without aid of 
Free Will: for rewards, honours, and encouragements^ thos^ 
engines of free agency, contribute more to the valour of armiesi 
than any scourges of punishment or peremptory edicts, concluding 
' for such is our will.' 

Since, then, experience testifies that man can make so much 
use of liberty towards accomplishing his designs ; why should we 
scruple to think the same of Grod in a larger extent ? For he not 
only has all the objects in his power which touch the springs of 
action, but fabricated the springs themselves, and set them. to 
receive what touches they shall take. But we judge of the work- 
ings of Providence by our own narrow way of proceeding ; we 
take our measures from time to time, as the expedience of them 
occurs to our thoughts, and then must make what use we can of 
the materials or instruments before us, be they such as exactly 
suit our purpose, or not. 

In like manner we vulgarly imagine God acting oecawmally^ 
and taking up purposes he had not thought qf brfortf until a con- 
currence of circumstances rendered them expedient. We appre- 
hend him as having turned the numerous race of men loose into 
the wide world, endowed them with various powers, talents, appe- 
tites, and characters, without knowing precisely, or without caring, 
what they will produce. We allow him, indeed, to have formed 
the main lines of a plan ; but left large vacancies between to be 
filled up by chance^ whose wild workings lie under his control, to 
divert their course when they would interfere with the strokes of 
his pencil. 

Now, considering the vast variety of humours, the discordant, 
aims and interests among mankind, it must be acknowledged, that 
the government of the world, in this view of it, could not be 
administered, without either continual miraculous interpositions 



APPENDIX^ S5b. 

in' the motions of matter, or compulsions and restraints iqwn free 
agency, giving onr yolition another turn than it would take from 
the motives present before ns, or causing other motions to ari^e 
in our limbs, and thoughts in our minds, than our present yolition 
would naturally produce. 

But when we reflect that even the wanton gambols of chance 
must result from agents and causes originally set at work by the 
Almighty ; when we call to mind his infinite wisdom and omnis* 
cience, which nothing can escape, nothing perplex or overload ; 
it seems more congruous with that boundless attribute, to imagine 
that no single, nor most distant effect of the powers and motions 
he gave, was overlooked, no chasms or empty spaces left in* his. 
design ; but that upon the formation of a world, he laid a fall and 
perfect plan of all the operations that should ensue during the 
period of its continuance. 



Note D. Page 314. 
EXTRACT FROM TREMAINE, Vol. hi. Page 256. 

** Do you mean then,*' asked Tremaine, ** that if any very 
wicked man — ^Borgia, for example— had chosen in his free will to 
be virtuous, tibat the course of things originally in the Divine 
Mind, would have been affected by it ? '* 

'< I go all that length,'* said Evelyn. 

" This is the most extraordinary doctrine I ever heard ! '* ob- 
served Tremaine, yet seriously revolving the train to which 
this led. 

*' It is not altogether new," returned Evelyn ; " at least there 
is a very curious dialogue of Laurentius Valla, quoted and enlarged 
by Leibnitz, in his Essay upon the Goodness of God and the 
Free Will of Man. In this he supposes Sextus Tarquinius to 
consult the Delphic Oracle as to his fate. It is predicted. He 
complains. The Oracle refers him to Jupiter and the Destinies ; 
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to whom he bemoans himself, and says, they might haye mada 
him hai^y if they had pleased. Jupiter anawen^- ' It is you who 
determine your own lot. You choose to go to Rome to be a king^ 
and I know best what will happen there if you do. Give up going 
to Rome, and the Destinies will spin another thread fw you. 
Sextus does not see why he should give up the chances of being a 
king-, and thinks he may avoid the evils of a visit to Rome, and 
be a good monarch notwithstanding. He goes, and is undone." 

** This is amusing,'' said Tremaine ; ** but how does this come 
up to your doctrine." 

" The story is not ended," observed Evelyn. ** Theodpsius 
the high priest, and favourite of Jupiter, is a little shocked at the 
answer to Sextus, and submissively begs to kno^ whether he, 
might not have been allowed to be a good king asL he desired.. 
Jupiter, through Minerva, shows him the palace oft|;he Pestinies, 
in which are the plans of many worlds, varying* according to' the 
choice and actions of men. In some of these, he sees Sextni 
under another choice f exceedingly happy ; but he had chosen a8 
above stated, and the plan of the world he was* in was shaped 
accordingly.** 
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